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INTRODUCTION. 



Ib pvpsentiug Ihis little vi>!iime to llic patronage of my coun- 
trymen, I liave only to state, tliat it was written after the 
exhaustiTe labors of the day, by tiie light of the lamp, as a 
means to divei't the mind from the stcmei' trials of every-day 
life. Under more favorable circumstances it might have been 
less unworthy. 

As it is, I am in hopes that many, who, like me, ai'e debarred 
from visiting In person the far-off hills of holy Ireland, will 
accompany me, in imagination, to tie rude but hospitable 
hearlli of oui' naiive glens. To those familiar with the locality 
of tbe alory, I hope they will deal gently with the inexperienced 
and untutored hand, that has thus attempted to poilray from tie 
tablets of memoiy— aceuts worthy the pencil and geniua of an 
aitist, who could contemplate in person the grandeur of the 
landscape — 
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he I 



nar s furse. 



CANTO FlUST. 
The wintry day had closed in night, 
Tho' not a star appeai-ed in sight ; 
The rain fell cold, fiei-ce i>Iew the blast. 
And gloom the face of heaven o'ereast. 
When turniiig fvom the surging Foyle, ' 
His winter leggings splashed with soil, 
And bending 'neath a cumbrous load, 
A ti'aveler takes the mountain road. 
That clanibei'iug o'ei- the Cloghau lone, 
Winds through the vales of Inishowen. 
The gale that from the hill swept down, 
At times the torrent's roar would drown ; 
Its pelting hail and blinding spray. 
The trav'ler often held at bay ; 
But ever 'twixt each fitful surge. 
His toilsome upward way would urge. 
Now dipping in the deep ravine, 
The toituous path is scai-cely seen ; 
Now o'er the treach'i-ous moor it bends. 
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Now cross the mountains breast ascends s 
Now baokwaj-d turns to shun some mass 
Of ixiek that blocks the narrow pass ; 
Yet ev'ry step the traveler strode, 
He seemed familial- with the road. 
Soon dai'ker shadows fall around, 
The pathway climbs o'er icy gi'ound, 
As higher up the hill he wends, 
He with more chilling gale contends ; 
ITie rain and hail he braved below, 
Now fall ai'ound his ti-aok in snow, 
Till weai'y, way-wor-n and oppressed, 
He wanders on the mountain's breast ; 
His pathway lost, his vigor gone, 
Benumb'd, confounded and alone. 
May pitying beav'n in mercy bend, 
And to his prayera an answer send. 
We leave him lorn ajid in distress. 
To yiew another's wretchedness. 
Who at the closing of the day, 
Traversed the self-same dreary way; 
Contending with the mountam gale, 
Ere yet our trav'ler left the vale ; 
Oft forced to turn, his breath to gain, 
So fiercely swept the wintry rain ; 
And as he climb'd the mountain hold, 
The shrieking wind grew fierce and cold ; 
The rain that drench'd him in the dale, 
Now makes his cloak a coat of mail ; 
Adds to the bm-den of his woe, 
0p in this land of ioe and snow; 
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But his lithe limbs and youthful breast, 

At last attain the mountain's crest; 

Where on the Cloghan'e summit high, 

^Seen dimly 'gainst the murky sky, 

He seems the monaixih of the waste, 

On barren throne of ruin placed, 

Stei-n guardsman o'er his i-ade domain, 

Who knows no rival in his reign ! 

Now turning down a naiTow .dell, 

Where soft as dew on holy well, 

"The snow among the heather fell. 

Beneath !i ci'ag's projecting crown, 

AwhUe to rest he site him down. 

There came a lull amid the storm, 

The orescent moon unveiled htr foi-m, 

Threw on Glentogher's mountain stream, 

A tihiirlish, chilling, sickly beam, . 

Bat not enongh of light to show, 

Its wand'jings in the vale below ; 

Beneath the moon's dim light, display 'd, 

The scene the trav'ier now suiTeyed, 

A scene so desolate and wild, 

Had ne'er before his gaze beguil'd ; 

In heaven the tempest king uiifurl'd 

His stormy banner o'er the world. 

And in his tyrant wrath and piide, 

From earth the struggling beams worrld hide 

His black battalipns from afar, 

Now mustenng to renew the war ; 

Below Glentogher's giant base, 

Li^ dai'k as death — the eye may trace 
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Though vague and dim, his summit pileii. 
Among the clouds, the torrent ivild, 
That erat in fnrious headlong pride, 
Tore his rude breast and baiTen side, 
la boi-ne upon the whirling blast, 
From gale to gala in mockery passed, 
'Ti! all congealed 'bove oi-ag and delJ, 
Back on his naked head it fell. 
Wreathing his frowning forehead now,. 
Like hoar-locks on a giant's brow, 
Whilst 'mid t his elemental strife ; 
No sound is heard of ought with Ufa 
A rugged pathway's narrow span, 
The only record left by man ; 
Short space the weaiy man delayed, 
He rose, and from the friendly shade, 
The dangerous track intently viewed ; 
And then its downward ooui-se pursued. 
Whilst darkness closed aroand his way. 
Fresh perils on his jonniey lay i 
The arch of stone that spaned the gorgOj. 
One half lies in the ton'ent's sm-ge ; 
He climbs the ruin that remsuns. 
The bank beyond in safety gains ; 
Again the snow-wreaths eddy ronad ; 
Again he hears the moaning sound, 
The gathering tempest's pioneers 
Heard, ere the conquering host appeara : 
More swift he hnnies him along, 
Awed by the thtmd'ring battle song. 
'Mong wild G-lentogher's barren hills, 
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The herald of a bniidi-ed ills. 

The blinding snow his path blockades, 

More fiei'ce the ruthless gale invades. 

When darkness, drift and fj'eezing gale. 

Amid theae traeklesa wilds ass^, 

The mountain herd, his heai't will quail. 

The torrent that he crossed before, 

He wandei's to its biiuk once more ; 

One tottering buttress stands alone, 

The other, with the arch is gone. 

Again the wanderer turns him, back, 

And steals along the toiTents track, 

Hoping to reach the naiTow plain. 

Along its banks, but all in vain. 

A solid wall stands sentinel. 

And bara his passage thro' the dell ; 

The waters dash against the rock. 

And turn aside so fierce the shock, 

Fatigue his toiling limbs oppre^ ; 

He sorrows o'er his ill success ; 

And perils he can ill disgiiise, 

Before his troubled soul arise ; 

T'were well had I but turned aside, 

Obedient to that older guide, 

Nor rashly risked this mountain way, 

When closed the threatening wintry day ; 

He saw the tempest in the air. 

And bade me of its wrath beware. 

To tempt this angry stream were death. 

To make my couch upon the heath. 

With these fierce gales to freone my blood. 
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Were fatal aa the foaming flood ; 
I cannot cHmb this baiTicade, 
My desperate peril who will aid ? 
He knelt him down, Oh ! Heav'n, thy c.ire, 
My helpless wandering can repair ; 
Thy mercy and thy power alone, 
Will shield me, else am I undone. 
Fond Mother of the Son divine. 
Thy pitying eyes on nie incline, 
If thoa all spotless may abide, 
A wandering child to sin allied- 
Bright rose of bliss, fair lily flower, 
Remember how in childhood's hour, 
Ere pride oi' giiilt had soiled the shiiiie, 
Of my young heart, that heart was thine ; 
With sinless childhood's ohaplet sweet, 
I lay my sorrows at thy feet ; 
The garlands faded bloom restore. 
And save thy wretched child once more ; 
And let his fainting soul find rest. 
Again on thy maternal breast. 
Whilst I — he i-aised his eyes above, 
Renew to thee my early love. 
Those tearful eyes at once behold, 
A glory rare of burnished gold ; 
The driving clouds and angry rack, 
That vail all heaven beside in black ; 
Touched by that fair aurora's ray, 
Dissolve in light and die away. 
Whilst yet he gazed the glory fled. 
And blaKcd a beauteous star instead. 
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Beneath the star from eable shroud, 
Of dark impenetrable cloud, 
Up rose the fair young queen of night. 
And poured on earth a flood of hght ; 
Adorned in robes of virgin snow, 
And smiling in the moonlit glow, 
Far distant hilla the scene expand, 
A scene raajeetic, lovely, grand, 
Whose chaste magnificence excels, 
The naked granduer of those dells. 
But little marked oar hero there, 
That wintiy scene sui-passing fsar ; 
The gale now leaned with fiercer cold, 
itang'd o'er the landscape nncontroU'd, 
And scattered o'er the rude domain. 
Like husbandman his gai'ner'd grain ; 
The chilling snow thns broadcast spread, 
Our trav'ler blinds at eveiy tread ; 
Oft in some hidden galch to sink ; 
Ott tottering o'er the toiTent's brink, 
As up the shelving rock he crawls, 
Touched by his hand the boulder falls ; 
Descending now the icy glades, 
The treacherous stay his foot evades ; 
Like angel from high heaven hui-led. 
He rushes to a nether world, 
Half fi'ozen, fainting and oppressed, 
Hope flickers in his falt'ring breast ; 
Dread perils close on every side, 
At last the frowing crnge divide ; 
Rude record of some earthquake's birlh, 
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When chaos mVd primeval earth, 
He struggled thi-o' the dark defile, 
Hopes kindling' rays his cares beguile, 
Fresh Tigor to his limbs restore, 
The goalis won, hia peiils o'er! 
•Glentogher ! all thy wilds are passed, 
No more he feels thy chilling blast, 
That wand'ring 'mong thy frozen dells, 
Has chang'd his breath to icicles; 
Above his head the beech trees high, 
Nod in wild naked majesty ; 
Immortal ivy climbs the glades, 
The mountain holly's leafy shades 
On either baud in somber rows 
Bestow the scene a soft repose ; 
A mellow I'adiaiice gi'eets his gaze. 
And 'mong the foliage sprinkles rays 
Of amber light. Now pours a blaze 
Of golden gloiy. Nestling near 
Smiles cottage of some mountaineer, 
Where vocal minstrelsy resounds, 
And all his toilsome wand'rings crowns. 
It was no frigid icicle. 
That glowed and glistened as it fell ; 
The truant tear-drops stole away, 
Wai-m tribute to the tender lay. 
Whose potent charm his heai't waylaid. 
And at the porch his footsteps staid ; 
No wealthy mansion this, no hall 
Of feudal lord whose wai'der's call, 
•Sends down the drawbridge o'er the moat, 
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For pi-ince or pilgiini ; the thick coat 

Oi oozy thatch, and hnmble door, 

Without a bar guard all more sure, 

Than mot« awd bridge and embrazure, 

"Warder and -watch-tower of the gi-eat, 

Whose pomp of life and high estate, 

Tho' haitered all can ne'er secure. 

Such peace as oft surrooiids the poor, 

As dwelt within this cabin rade, 

Far up the mountain's solitude ; 

Within its cloister let us sti'ay, 

When closed that raw December day. 

Ei-e yet oiu- hero left the vale, 

To struggle with the Cloghan's gale, 

A matron reverend and serene. 

And dignified as royal queen, 

Whose clear blue eyes and modest gi-ace, 

Shine o'er a sweet benignant face, 

Time's ruthless hand oi- early griet^ 

The flowers has crushed and sear'd the leaf. 

And wintry ages gath'ring snows, 

Among her once bright locks repose : 

But yet through ev'ry charms decay, 

Some radiance breaks o£ early day, 

Liks mountain fern whose bloom is gone. 

The fragrance, with the stem, lives on ; 

Her skillful hands the distaff di'ess. 

With golden flax's silken tress' 

A maiden lovely, past compare, 

Like summer's rose as bright as rare, 

Her dimpled checks and laughing eye. 
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O'erflow ■with dangerous witclieiy. 

Her care the busy wheel supplies, 

Now round her brow the iillet ties, 

Her jetty ringlefs crowd below, 

Id clusters round her breast of snow. 

Bright Inishowen a form more fair, 

Ne'er breathed thy healthy moimtsin aii', 

Nor lighter footsteps ever pressed, 

Thy smiling valley's floweiy breast, 

Wo I worth the youth, who reckless sti-ays. 

Too near those chai'med enchanting rays ; 

Alas, too late his heart may prove 

Fmt beauty's queen, the queen of love 

Another youthful foi'm we trace. 

Tho' all concealed, the maiden's face, 

A ponderous volume staitied with age. 

But rare illuminated page 5 

The cover clasped with golden banife, 

The maiden holds in both her hands ; 

The modest 'kerchief cannot hide. 

Her gentle bosom's swelling tide. 

Within its sacred ■wai-m recess. 

What treasure lie of teudeniees, 

Of feeling deep and pure, of tiuth 

Ofall that bless or brighten youth ; 

In tones as sweet as eilvei- bells, 

Hev tongue unfolds the chranieles. 

Pours on each listener's raptured ear, 

The glorious deeds recorded hei-e ; 

Tales of renown and deeds sublime. 

That royal bacils in stately rhyme. 
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To Ulster's kings and nobles grand, 
And chieftains of the northern land, 
And coiiitly dames of beauty rare j 
The high, the noble and the fail', 
In princely halls on festal day, 
Wed to the haips sweet mlnstreisy ; 
Alas, that harp is now nnatning ; 
The heroes with the bards that sung. 
Their ti-inmphs, all have passed away ; 
The silent hails in cold decay. 
In gloomy grandem' sad, aublime, 
Great in theii- rain war with time ; 
Ti-adition's dim recorded tale, 
Or Keena of the fmieral wsul, 
As clansmen to the house of clay. 
Some sleeping chieftion bear away. 
These f idling witnesses alone, 
Proclaim the glories of Tir own; 
Her seeptered kings of high renown, 
And gi'eat Tiroonell's deeda hand down, 
The battles fought, the conquests won. 
In vocaJ tales fi-om aire to son ; 
In lay, in legend, prose and rhyme 
All indistinct thro' mists of time. 
Long did the maiden cheer that band, 
"With legends of the northern land, 
Chief after chief in order fair, 
Succeeds with deeds iUnstrious, rare. 
Awhile she paused the jjage to scan, 
And thus another tale began: 
List gentles to a royal tale, 
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List to the legend of O'Neil,* 
The pride of Eiln's Kingly line, 
The prop of every rightful throne, 
Proud champion of her faith divine. 
Attune your hai'ps to cheer the song, 
Fiui- ladies hearken to the tale ; 
Awake the glories that belong 
To Ulsters pride, Owen Roe O'Nei!. 
She turned the leaf but eilent gazed. 
On page that much her aoul amazed ; 
She pondei-ed mute the myatic lore, 
The more she read she wondered more. 
Tin from the book the scroll she drew, 
And held it to the matron's view. 
What are those words of mystery ? 
A riddle or a prophecy? 
The matron answered yes my child. 
They are a riddle dai-k and wild, 
A prophecy of old — yea worse. 
Called by the olana the Fiiai-'s Cwi-se. 
If for to-night thou wilt forgo, 
The legend of the great Owen Roe, 
I'll tell you of that mystic page. 
Whose answers come from age to age, 
And bid the clansmen still pm-sue, 
The problems atrai^ge for auswei's true. 
The maiden said 'twould please her well 
Should she consent the tale to tell ; 
She closed at once the book of fame ; 
Read thou to me, replied the dame, 

•Owen line 0'Ne;il, king oi l-iruD. 
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The prophecy I'll fix once more, 
My mem'iy on its mystic lore, 
And to your wond'ring mind uoroll, 
Strange truths from that prophetic scroll. 
The parchment page the maiden spi-ead. 
And these the wond'rons words she i-ead : 

THE FlilAirS OUIISE. 

When from Strabreagy'e brmy wave, 
The thirsty boatman sloops to lave 
Sweet water fi-om his barges side. 
At anchor on the high spring-tide ; 
When ships shall in the clonda be seen, 
And on the ocean forests green. 
And men on winga of fire arise, 
And fly triumphant tbio' the skies ; 
These all shall be, not even then 
Shall come a chief to rule tKe glen. 

II, 
When up huge cranny's dizzy side, 
The huntsman on his steed will ride ; 
When Royal Oughie's reign is o'er. 
And Faries flee from Goreymore, 
When great Tircounel's heii's will lie 
In waning life's last agony, 
And watchers o'er the chieftain fail, 
To hear the fM.thful Banshee's wail ; 
All these shall be, not even then 
Shall come the chief to I'ule the glen 1 
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III. 

Whea oeeaa from imfathom'd bed, 
Restores to life the hidden dead, 
That in its mighty depths profound, 
Ten years and twice seven day^ lay bound ; 
When beauty, spotless as the dove. 
And heaven shall bless, bestows true love 
On man deformed, despoiled of grace, 
And all unsought seeks hia embrace ; 
When these appear to sons of men, 
A chief will rise to rale the glen ! 
The curse of heaven, all others bans, 
Who claim to rnle the mountain clans, 
Then shall the black wolt's cub explore, 
The fairy dells of Goreymore 
The lamb dl innocent and mild, 
That nestles in its native wild, 
Shall with the wolf in sportive play, 
Beguile the spring-time's bloom away ; 
And when the summer's fervent hour. 
In blooming ft-agrance guilds the bower, 
Seek covert in his ancient den. 
The clans — O'Donnel of the glen 
Shall rise to sway, but not tUl then ! 

Now childen, list ! the mati'on said. 
And of that scroll long held in dread 
By all the clans, I'll trace the source, 
And the occasion of the cm'se. 
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THE MATRON'S STORY, 
I. 
The summer sun in warm effulgent glow, 

His eai'ly radiance shed o'er hill and plaiu ; 
Waking the dew decked leaf and opening blow, 

To fragrant life and beauty once again. 
The lavrock in the heav'ns woke his retrain, 

From the old hawthorn sung the mellow thrush ; 
And humbler songsters each in tuneful strain, 

His matin lauds, poured foith from dell and bnsh, 

And heaven's approving smile blest nature's virgin 
tlush 

II 
Beneath a spacious mansion by a hill, 

That overlooked the broad Atlantic's shore, 
Witbin its farthest chamber calm and still. 

Stood a fair youth, an aged man before ; 
Unearthly Are burn'd in his eye, tho' hoai- 

His flowing beard iind venei'able hair, 
I saw it then my child — its sick'ning gore ' 

My soul dismayed, and stain'd thy palm so fair ; 

Thus spoke the aged man, OVv ! Cyhcr Roe, beware I 

m. 

Go kill a cock ! * Last night at close of day 
That deed I done. Choose from the snowy fold 

A lamb of innocence, and ruthless slay 

With anger fiei-ce — with vengeance unconti-oU'd — 

The victim mute. When the bright sun uproll'd 
His fiery chariot decked in robes of state, 
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At early prime with anger fierce and bold, 
That innocent my hand did immolate; 
■Oh ! Father look once more, what thon dos't see relate, 

IV. 

The aged man tc ok hoi 1 the sti 1 1 n^ s 1 11 1 

And to his rev ei end leitmes it nj i^iued 
Those secret signs no e>e may undei-stand 

With only mortal 6i^ht on these he ^ized 
Hia body ti-embled but lus soul tmazed 

The shadowj phantom silenth puisned 
Alas, mj son the angiy hie that blazed 

At gloaming yesteiday its ciimson flood, 

Illumes those deep canals where streams a Itinsman's 
blood. 

V. 
Father, with faltering voiue the youth began, 

Is this dread deed my soul abhors — by fate, 
Iri'evocably sealed, I beai' no man. 

So heaven be witness, malice, grudge or hate; 
If penances the guilt will expiate, 

That to the nnbleat homicide belong, 
And leave the deed undone, to me relate ; 

If prayei' or fasts or unrelenting thong 

Of self correcting discipline — or all — forbid the 
wrong. 

VI. 
To God's all-Bceing eye the seer replied, 

Fi'om all eternity — creations scroll — 
'The universe — the rebel Angels pride ; 

Those worlds nnnumbered that thro' ether roll. 
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And worlds to come — man's being and his soul, 
To his own image fashioned — man nnborn ; 

What was, what is, what is to be, the whole 
Is present ! To man time's passing mora 
Belongs. The time to come his vision langhs to scorn. 

VII. 

■Save when the Almighty Being infinite, 

In power and in perfection — prophecy, 
On sons of men bestow. My second sight, 

No inspiration knows no sauctity. 
To-morrow's shadow cast upon the sky, 

Of yesterday or to-day, an hour oi' moi'e, 
Ei'e time with bis events come hurrying by, 

A herald voice, a fugitive before 

Proclaiming what time's loi-ch to-ni0rro\s' may oxplore. 

VIII. 
Whiit I behold is not the dread event, 

Or how or where, but lines that concentrate 
Symfaoho signs thit dimly repi-esent 

As specteis, men, the things that I translate, 
Exists no sell nnholj of fixed fate, 

A deed to do whether of good or ill ; 
Angels and man did God alike create, 

To lo^e him and adoi-e — more wondrous still 

Ga\eboth alike diead power to work or thwart hie 
will 

IX. 
Our holy chm'ch with Matins, Mass and Lauds, 

To-day Saint John's great festival doth bless ; 
Thou needest not discipliii-iry rods, 
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Noi' hail' cloth habit thou (Ildst near transgress,. 
With thought impare : But go my son coEfess 

To the physician of the soul thy care ; 
Lay opeii wicTe the heart's miseeii recess ; 

Out deadly enemies oft ambush there. 

To wounci the uiiguarclcd soitl in guise excseeding 



"Pass tliou tliis day at great iSaint Columb's shriue, 
And to calm contemplation yield thy soul; 

Thy covenant to meet the clans resign, 
Sad conflicts ott their gatherings control ; 

To Christ who tliee redeemed — increase thy toll ; 
The son of God who died upon the tree, 

This promise made, who alms bestows or dole, 
Upon the poor on earth but gives to me, 
Him beaven wUl all repay with triple usury. 

XI 
Young Cylier did his reverend sire obey, 

Made his souls shrift as often he had done ; 
And 'motig the poor and lowly knelt to pray. 

Till past meredian was the summer sun ; 
And many aneedy pilgrim's blessing won. 

For generous lai'gess to relieve their need ; 
Oh ! had he finished all so well begun, 

Heaven had not witnessed the appalling deed; 

Nor heard the affrighted soul its gory issue plead. 

XH. 

^ Where Donagh's granite crosses gi'ay with age, 
Stand witnesses of Erin's faith divine ; 
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Mocking t!ie fierce deepoiler's vandal rage, 
Whose waatoa fury overtnrned the shi-ine, 

And broke the stone and blun-'d the sacred lino, 
The holy legend of the honored dead, 

High on the hill above of nide design, 
A lofty cairn of etone uprear'd its head, 
Bat for what purpose i-ais'd, tradition no t hing said. 

xin. 

As is the usage still, so was it then ; 

Four times within the circle of the yeai- 
A Fair to hold. From village, dale and glen, 

The mountain clans were wont to muster here ; 
The maiden fair, the youthful mountaineer, 

Here made their trysting place by tender plight ; 
The women all in acailet cloaks appear, 
The men in gay attire, a mora more bright. 
The Ban of Jnne ne'er warm'd. Alas! how dark the 
night 

XIV. 
The clans of Malin, fl.'om its farthest shore. 

By Phelim Dhu O'Doherty were led ; 
Where wild Glen Tusoar, baiTen, bleak and hoar, 
Repels the wave and rears hia frowning head ; 
A Btalwai-t i-ace upon the ocean bred, 

Fieree as its wave McLaughlin More obeyed. 
Young Cyher Roe his aged sire instead, 
From Carramore to Knockamanny swayed, 
These to the cairn that day, w'ithout a loader stray 'd. 
XV. 
Altho' it was their very wouls clc.^ire, 
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And dearest, wish there boy-chief there to view ; 
Proud of his comely grace and manly fire, 

That sparkled in his thoughtful eye of blue ; 
Tho' he his former plight did late renew, 

On yes'ter eve beside the Baelfire's glow ; 
Hie absence every clansman urged, was due 

To filial love, like current choked with snow. 

So in his reverend sire life's stream flowed cold and 

XVI, 
Loud merriment aroinid the cairn that day, 
Assumed her gayest robes and richest cheer; 
h the teats the pipes load minstrelsy, 
:1 the joyous dance or pleased the ear. 
High on a wooden stage with sword and spear, 
And decked in motley guise, a strolling band 
Of swarthy gypsies filled the young with fear; 
Now poised an anvil on a hazel wand, 
Aud words of magic spoke that unseen powers com- 

.XVII. 
Thei'e too assembled 'mong tJiat happy throng, 

A band detested, to no clan allied, 
Who lawless, reckless, turbulent and strong, 

Obeyed a captain fierue, a man of pride ; 
Feardarrig named, of giant strength and stride, 

His house upon the summit of Ardmore, 
It windows opened to the Atlantic wide. 

The weai-y beggar shunned its cheerless door, 

Nor dared his nearest kin the dark abode explore. 
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XVIII. 

For thro' tho couutry round spread lionid tales, 

Of this dread oaptaio and his secret land ; 
How, when the vessel tossed, mid tempest gales, 

With eigna! gnns, alarmed the sleeping knd ; 
False beacons blazed on Polon's beach of sand, 

And torches waved from Carrielt'e castles old; 
Inhuman hearts, foul midnight murder plau'd, 

The stranded ship, the coi'paea grim and cold, 

And the fiei'ce wreckers near, the damning tale un- 
fold 

XIX. 
The bright midauniiner sun tho' coursing down, 

Iluled like a monarch prood, his realm on high ; 
When rose a gallant cheer, whose echoes drown 

The boisterous mirth and [jipes ioud minsU'eley ; 
The distant loiterei-s hear the exultant, ciy. 

And swell the crowd that swaye from side to side ; 
Halfi wave in air, and scarfs and 'kerchiefs fly, 

Welcome fan- Cyher Roe, each clansman cried ; 

Long live the son of Con — prop of his house and 

XX. 

Who earcH for Con"! or for bis house's hope? 

Or them who swell their limgs with silly praise ? 
From all his mountain clans find one to cope 

With bold Feardarrig, who no chieftain swaye ; 
Free as the wind wher'ei- be Hets he sti'ays, 

Alike untramrael'd on the sea and land ; 
He pays no ohiefry, works no duty days. 
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But guards his own with strong and steadfast hand, 
And Cyber Roe defies, and all hie boasting band. 

XXI. 

Bold man, forbear I the youthful chief replied; 

Clans of the mountain glens list i^'hat I say ; 
Heed not these matterings of this son of pride, 

Nor desecrate this hallowed festal day ; 
Nor mar its mirth and blitheome revelry, 

With hostile speech and unbecoming ^lrife. 
O'Donnell of the glen thy wrath allay, 

This desperate man but thii-sts for human life, 

Eke why on day like this come aimed with deadly 
knife. 

XZII, 
Fake, cried Feardarrig, this I always w.'iw. 

On every day and wbereso'er I go ; 
"Tis my companion in my midnight praj er, 

'Twill help a irieud as well as harm a te 
With this I had not thought to strike a blow, 

Unless by steel opposed, I did intend. 
With this my trusty staff to omrthrow. 

Tour bravest man. His knife he gave a friend, 

And swung his staif arottnd, his challange to com- 
mend. 

Then Hugh O'Doniiel known, as Hugh the strong, 
Broke thro' the crowd. Let all a circle clear, 

As firat of kin. he cried, be mine the wrong, 
To right at once, let no one elte ccmenear ; 

I claim no vantage by my clansmen here, 
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Save what the laws (if honor may proclaim ; 
These to tho mountain clans are evei' dear; 
'Strike son of Denmark for thy father's fame, 
Ifor my chief and clans; who fails his be the shame. 

XXIV. 

Then both in angry conflict crossed their staves, 

Their bosoms filled with wrath, their looks with tire; 
Aod long each furious adversary braves. 

The blows impelled by rage and fierce desire, 
Fi-om every pore the combatants |>erspire, 

The sweat of toil, and oft the blinding spray, 
Whilst with the sudden shock they back retii-e. 

With hasty hand are fain to brash away ; 

Long did the slj'uggle last stnd doubtful seeiLied the 
fray. 

XXV. 
Now stream their faces with a sea of gore ; 

Sow falls Feardarrig on the flinty rock. 
Now gains his ieet, fierce as his i-aee of yore. 

And hurls his foeman back with mighty shock ; 
Young Cyher Roe the shepherd of his flock, 

Feai-'d not the issue of the desperate fight; 
But fear'd Feai'darrig's friend whose grinnings mock 

O'Donnel'e vantage. Him he kept in sight; 

The knife in his clenched hand, his brow as blacky as 

"'^ ' XXVI. 

Feai'darrig once again reels to the ground, 

His staff high hurled from out his faithless hand; 
Then leaped his comrade with an instant bound, 

And gave his captain back the naked brand. 
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To foil tte treacherous deed — the murder jilana'd, 
The watchful chieftain like a greyhound sprung, 

And ere the ruffian conld his own command, 
He snatched it from his girdle where it hung, 
And back against the crowd the treacherous viUian 
flung. 

XXVII. 

A whistle shrieked — the wrecker's signal blast, 
Their captain's peril to his band conveyed, 

Bonie on the tempest's winga less fierce, less fast 
The snow wreath flies — than they his need to aid, 

Like mountain wolf, whose covert dogs invade, 
Feai-damg scan'd the circle from his lair, 

Hia growl of ragp and inataut bound betrayed, 
His purpose dread, he raised his knife in air 
And eprang at Cyher Roe with vengence of despair. 

XXYIH. 

As speeds the arrow from the springing bow, 
As from the frowning cloud, the lightnings dart. 

The supple stripling sprung upon the foe, 
His deadly weapon level'd at the heart ; 

The giant gave a quick spasmodic atai't, 
Hia mighty bosom's unabated force 

Did to the youth such sudden shook impart, 
He fell beneath the giim and ghastly corpse, 
His garments drenched with blood, his bosom with 
remoi-se. 

SXIX. 

'Twere long to tell tbe struggle that ensued, 
Around the wrecker's carcass where it lay. 

The rock was slippeiy witli a mingled flood, 
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From friend and foe who shared the dread affray ; 
The clanBinan faiot and mained was borne away, 

"Wliere wife or sister might his needs attend, 
But where the wrecker fell he eank a prey 

To unielenting vengenoe, with no friend 

To bind his grievous wounds, or mercy to commend. 

XXX. 

Their captain dead, suiTouoded by a race. 

When roused to vengence, or impelled by rage, 
TJnpitying, cruel, drove from place to place. 

Yet long that band did bloody warfare wage, 
Tho' unavailing one would ten engage. 

No ho})6 of succor and no way to flee, 
Kor pit) ing heart their sufferings to assuage ; 

One after one in dread extremity, 

Lay round the cairn that day, a woeful sight to see I 

XXXI 

Above the bi'oad Atlantic's western wave, 

The sun in softened splendor holds his way ; 
No sounds of strile, no cruel knife and stave. 

The echoes startle or defile the ray ; 
The tunefai thrush awakes his vesper lay, 

The black-bird answers with his whistle shrill. 
And charming songsters make sweet rainstielsy ; 

On leaf and flower heaven's evening dews distil ; 

All nature smiles arouud that mansion by the hill, 

XXXll. 

within the selfsame chamber sits the seer, 
A man is kneeling by the sage's knee ; 
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His handa are clasped in agony or feai', 

Hie soul immersed in grief's extremity ; 
Attired in gown and hood, he ceems to be 

A palmer, young, prepared for pilgrimage ; 
A ^rdle round hie waist. A rosary 

And eilver oruoifix his gaze engage. 

But his o'erwhelming woe, appear not to assuage. 

XXSIII. 

TJie boat lies ready on the beacii of sand, 

Soon will the rising iide her timbers buoy ; 
Her helm has oft obeyed thy skillful hand, 

Then haste away, my child, my age's joy. 
Law's stern decretals may thy life destroy ; 

In Innis Tory thou canst eafely dwell. 
Secure from [lenal i-od— or woree annoy 

Of ruffian bandit's rage — heaven will di''pel 

"The guilt thy soul affright'e in Columb KiD'e rude 
cell. 

XXXIV. 
Father 1 I beg thy benison. His hands 

Upon the anguished brow the old man laid ; 
May he whose just decree foul murder baiis, 

Restore thy guiltless soul its peace betrayed; 
And she, the sinner's refuge, sweetly aid 

Thy path of porO, and illume thy way ; 
Heaven sanctify the sorrows that invade 

A father's breast, to bless thee night and day ; 

Go ! but ''eturn lo dose my life's last fliok'ring ray. 
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XXXV. 

Ten weaiy yeai's on time's revolving wheel, 

Have writ their ciii'oniclea of joy and pain ; 
When to the aged chief the elans appeal, 

As oft they had before, and all in vain ; 
Lest tyrant death life's title might arraign. 

Bat feebly held within his bosom old ; 
Since of hia son no tidings he can gain, 

His honse, his olans, his honor to uphold, 

That he appoint hia heir, his name and rights unfold. 
XXXVI, ■ 
Go! cried the aged chieilain, bring to me 

The holy friar, who by Strabreagy's shore, 
^Within his cell of stone, in sanctity 

And solitude has passed seven yeai'a and more. 
To him alone. No witneesea before, 

Shall I impart the secret you demand ; 
When to my father's house you me restore, 

And lay me in my narrow cell of sand, 

That friar, your chief will show, all others shall be 
banned. 

XXXVII. 
They brought the holy friar that veiy night, 

And showed the chamber where the chieftain lay ; 
But ere he entered he did all invite 

To bid their chief farewell and haste away, 
That he beside his bed might watch and pray, 

And minister medicaments he knew 
Would cheer the soul, None dared to disobey ; 

Each faithful clansman bade a sad adieu, 

And to hi-i own abode, oppressed with gi'ief, with- 
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XXXVIII. 
He bade the household servers all retire, 

Forbidding them his vigils to invade ; 
Himself would trim the lights and tend the five, 

And if in need of help, would seek their aid. 
In hia coaree gown of sable serge arTayed, 

The hood ao close that none his fa«e might see, 
The barefoot fiiar his noiseless steps essayed. 

Beside the ohieffcain'e couch he bent the knee, 

And from his hallowed iips broke Benedicite. 

XXXIX. 

What makes the seeming sleeper sudden start ? 

Why mutely gaze upon the palmer there ? 
Why flows life's current quicker thro' his heai-t ? 

Ask you a father's love, it may declare, 
His soul is basy with a silent prayer; 

The tears are coursing down his reverend face, 
My guileless child, my Cyber Roe, the fair; 

It is his voice I hear, his form I trace. 

Father I the pilgrim spoke, and sought his Sire's em- 
brace. 

There is no breeze disturbs the ocean's rest, 
No angiy waves the wintry shore ^sail ; 

No torrent rushes down old cranny's breast ; 

Whence comes that murmur, like a moaning gale ? 

It is the song of woe. the funeral wail, 
That wakes the echoes of the lonely hill ; 

For Con, the mild, is borne along the vale. 
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The band is cold, the generous heart is still, 

And all the monntsun clans are grieving o'er the ill. 

XLl. 

The coffin draped, aa well becomes a chief, 

Is on the shoulders of his kinemen borne ; 
The reverend priest, his bosom dark with grief. 

In stole and surplice leads the sage's urn ; 
An chants a sacred psalmody. In turn 

The choristers awake ihe solemn song; 
Behind the bier, a Monk, alone, forlorn. 

Milked in his cowl, and bai-efoot steals along, 

Then all the mountain clans, great unnumbered 
throng. 

XLH. 
In consecrated ground his bed they made. 

Where trom long figes past his fathers' rest ; 
Then, in the lonely house the coffin laid. 

But ere they dropped the mold upon his breast. 
The p]'iest of God, the holy monk addressed, 

And to the assembled clans, bade him unroll 
Their honored chieftain's will and last bequest ; 

Each jot and tittle, laigews ^ft ind dole. 

The truth, and all the truth, as God would eeareh his 

XLIII. 
Then spoke the holy Friar. Ere I declare 

Your dying chieftain's sacred true decree; 
Pledge me above his body lying there, 

That from the judgment none shall disagree; 
Men of the mountain clans swear this to me, 

Before your living priest and leader dead ; 
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And unclosed eepalchre — so shall it be, 

We swear it all — each clansman bared hie head, 
And knelt — whilst to the ibrong the friar this judg- 
ment read. 

XLIV. 

I, Con O'Donghertj, sometimes called the mild, 
Chief of the mountain claus, by usage old; 

By the full circle of lay days beguiled, 
In peace with Grcd, by holy church control'd ; 

Of all my faculties possessed : Unfold 

What here is writ upon this parchment scroll ; 

And seal it with our ancient seal of gold, 
To God's eteraal love tieqneath my soul. 
To dui-t my body give — my woT'ldly goods thus dole. 

XLV. 

As next of kin, to Hugh O'DocneJ Strong, 
Since I have lost my only son ana heir, 

My honse and herds and holdings all belong. 
So he keep church and grave-yard in repair- ; 

And of his fulness give the needy sliai'e, 
Who ask a shelter, or a help require ; 

All daty days,'" all chiefry hence forbear, 
Such aa wei-e paid to me and to my sire, 
With me, and tor all time these usages expire. 

XLVI. 

The priest, whoe'er he be, shall have a home 
Within the household, be it high or low ; 

By day and night, he will be free to come. 
By night, or day, unquestioned he shall go ; 

But when my body in the grave lies low. 
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And my poor soul has left its house of clay 
Lest it too long in purgatorial woe, 

By stains of earthly gi'osKnees make delay, 

That priest for me one year a monthly maae shall 
say, 

XL VII, 
To Hugh and to hie heirs for ever more, 

Those rights and obligatjons I entail ; 
As from long yeara our fathera have before. 

From sire to son. Nor sh sill possession fail 
Our ancient stock — 'til evil days prevail. 

And heirs unjust oar paiidects violate ; 
God, this forbid. Amen I Alas the tale, 

No smiles of welcome — Priest or poor await. 

For fiti-angei's hands no close the onee hospitable gate. 

XLVIII. 
When ceased the Fiiar, an angry murmur rose, 

And all who knelt, their feet at once regain ; 
Tell lis our future chief, his name disclose, 

They cry aloud. The fi-iar replied, ai'raign 
The faulty record, nor o! me complain, 

All that is wiit I read — we all agree ; 
Once more they evy, thy judgment to maintain, 

Behold ! we swear it each on bended knee I 

Namo thou our future eliief, and when his rale shall 
be, 

XLTX, 
Pay fcbe last ti'ibute to your chieftain cold. 

Fill up hia grave, I will a whOe retire 
Within the hallowed temple, aud unfold 

Before the God of wisdom your desire ; 
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And beg hia high omnipotence iaepire, 

My faultering tongue to glorify his name. 
When he again earae forth, celestial fire 
Flamed in hie eyes, awe stricken with the beam, 
All knelt, and heai'd the friar that prophecy proclaim. 
The mountain clans at onee disperse, 
In sorrow at the Friar's Cui-se; 
All plighted to the dread decree. 
This tale my mother told to me ; 
She from her sire the legend won, 
And he from hia, so did it run 
Thro' old traditions, to the Bource 
Tha„ gave the clans the Fiiai^'s Curse. 
As years, their mysteries nnroll, 
Light beams around the mystic scroll ; 
Where shines the hiU of l>oon so fair, 
1 'Three holy wells are flowing there ; 
Up from the sea beach bubbling still, 
Their watei-s healing balm distill ; 
And like Beths^das blessed spray. 
The pious pilgrim's ills allay. 
When flows the ocean's briny tide. 
Resistless in its power and pilde ; 
Like Erin's faith, these wells endure, 
Their waters rise o'er wave impure j 
There boat-men drink — this wond'rous boon, 
Slill saiielifies the wells of Doon- 
1 ^Braail's from Bally billion's ben. 
Oft filled with awe sea-faring men ; 
Forest and glade, a Jandscape wide, 
Where flowed below— the Atlantic tide. 
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' ^And DonDah Dearrig learn'd and wise, 
Saya those iierce meotevs of the skies 
Are firey chariots, madly driven 
By magic art, in spite of heaven. 

'*Last Hallow Mass, a hunlsman bold, 
His steed o'er Cranny's breast controlled. 

'"Benevnue's, Faiiy King, they say 
Slew Onghie on that awfal (lay, 
When from the hills the hcrdw were driven j 
And clashing swords were heard in heaven. 
And blood, fell from the clonds like rain. 
And drenched Miid dyed the ripen'd grain ; 
Our guardian Fairies gained the day, 
And drove Benevnue's hosts away ; 
But with such gilef their Monarch moui'ned, 
To Goreymore they ne'er returned. 
That jear my mother's brother died, 
My uncle saw be-deck'd in pride, 

i^A specter ship, her sails unfurled. 
On voyage to the spix'Jt world , 
And tho' a trne born, proud O'Neill, 

"No Banshe gave her warning wail, 
And not a sound disturbed the dell, 
The night his spirit bade farewell. 
No Kena rose on Gorey's side. 
When he, my only brother died ; 
Drumcroy's echoes silent lay. 
When Shane, the gentle passed away; 
*Tho' Kelly's wraith was seen in Drung, 
And load the warning hammers rung ; 
And thrice a boll was heard to toll 
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At midnight Ibi' McLaughlin's snal ; 
And all that week on Killiaii Bj'ae, 
The Bansbe wailed the brave MoRae. 
Mother, fair Ellen crif-e, forbear! 
The wind aigha wild, the night is drear ; 
Thy cheerlese tale of death and doom, 
My heart aifi-ights and fills with gloom ; 
Till morning ahines, the rest withhold, 
Soch tales in day-light should be told ; 
Let's wile the lonely night away, 
With song of love. Now list my lay ; 
SONG. 
I. 
With the fraerrtnce of summer the mild breeze is laden, 

The thrush and the linnet in melody vie ; 
Yet richer the breath of my own lovely maiden, 

No music so sweet as hei- soft-swelling sigh ; 
Oh ! where dost thou tarry so long from thy lover. 
Fond hope of ray longing, my darling, my dear ; 
The turtles are cooing in yonder green cover ; 

Ah ! why my own loved one, why ai't thon not here, 

II. 

The bright beajoing sun o'er the landsoa(ie is smiling, 

^ The lily is drooping in sweetness below ; 

In Ihe lake's crystal min'or its beauty begniling. 

In vain to compare with thy bosom of snow ; 
The i-ose is unfolding its splendor and power. 

As queen of the valley thy rights to invade ; 
Then hasten my lily, my own matchless flower, 

And aham'd by thy brightness, thy rivals will fade. 
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III. 

The sun cannot banish the clonrls that hang o'ei' me, 

Despoiled of thy amile, all ia sadness and gloom, 
My heart will not own the gay prospect before me. 

If thou be not near me, my heart to illume ; 
Then come to me, dearest, the woodbine ia weaving 

Its emerald canopy spangled with gold ; 
The bower is all fragrance, where lonely and giieving, 

I make my sad plaint, and my sorrows unfold. 

IV. 
Oh ! come, and the beam of thy love-light will guide 

Whei-6 mnrmnrs the brook in the mountain ravine ; 
Whei'e pi-imi'oscs gi'ow, with my charmer beside me, 

FU pledge my allegiance and own her my queen : 
The shadows of sadness will chil! me no longer. 

If thou wilt attend to a tnie lover's tale. 
And bless the fond heart whose pulsations grow 



As blooms in peifection the pride of the vale. 

The maiden eeas'd — as with a moan. 
The tempest struck the walls of stone ; 
The roof-tree ci-eak'd beneath the press. 
And all within their feara confess ; 
Low down upon the cabin floor 
They kneel, and heavenly aid iraplore ; 
And to the Virgin still prolong, 
Their fond :q)peal in lender song. 
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HYMN TO THE VIRGIN. 
I. 
Virgin Mother ! miiideii liolj', 

Pure, immaciilata and blight, 
Heai'ken to us smners lowly. 

Be oiu- guardian fail' this night ; 
Wicked stUl, and still tranegi-esaing, 

Mother ! we appeal to tliee ; 
Thou all sanctity posaeseing, 

Maiden, spotless ! pray for me. 

II. 
Holy Mother ! wlien before ns, 

Pleasiii-e'e path is shining bi'ight, 
Be tbou watvhing siveetly o'er us, 

Lest we're daealed by its light ; 
When oui- bosom's faint or languish, 

Helpless all, to fight or see, 
Aid our weakness, cheer our anguish, 

Maiden, spotless ! pray for me. 

in. 

Aid us smners, holy Motlier ! 

To repentance, when we faO ; 
Teach us wild desire to smother, 

God, our love, should be our all- 
Queen of angels, queen of Heaven ! 

Moui-nest Ihou oui' faults to see ? 
Sue that we may be forgiven, 

Maiden, spotless ! pi ay for me. 
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The gale its frightful rage withdrew, 

Though sad it moan'd and wildly blew ; 

The gentle maida, their peril o'er, 

Resumed each place they graced before ; 

The matron kneeling still delayed, 

Whilst fancy early scenes portrayed ; 

Thei'e is a sweet, yet mournful joy, 

Time softens, but can ne'er destroy, 

To those whose heart's chords have been torn, 

By death's rude grasp. In life's fair morn ; 

In wandering o'er, tho' all alone, 

The scenes that both have gazed upon. 

When home with eaiiy love is lose, 

And the lone heart 'mong strangers tossed 

In distant land, no more may view 

Its native mountains mellow blue ; 

There is a bliss in wandering back. 

In fancy, o'er life's floweiy ti-ack, 

In some fair glen or primrose dell. 

Love's taie again we list or tell ; 

Along some streamlet's flow'ry maze, 

The lover with the loved one strays ; 

Or bleet o'er all the world btside, 

He gi'eets in joy his blushing bride. 

Thus, thus thro' life the heai-t will cling, 

To ite lost ti-easure : Wandering 

O'er scenes long past and gleaning bliss. 

Tea, all but love its self from this ; 

Young hearts no baekward track explore, 

Their wistful longings ran before, 

And bid the mind, in fair disgdse, 
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Behold its future prospect rise. 
The path of love fair flowers adorn, 
TJnfeared the chasm, unseen the thoru ; 
And as it climbs life's upward slope, 
At ev'iy turn fi'esh vistas ope, 
And oharining scenes the view expand. 
Around the dreamer's fairy land. 
Di-eam on, fail' girl, thy dream of .joy, 
In fancy paint thy absent boy. 
Contending with the mouataiu gale, 
To reach his treasure in the vale. 
Such thoughts in Ellen's breast ai'ise, 
And move the fount that moists her eyes ; 
Slil! darker shades are gathering now. 
And flit like clonda acro^ her blow, 
And fill her soul with gloom and fear, 
" Hope ol' my heart, would he were hei'e !" 
Ah ! fjuthless lips, that thus confessed 
The secret treasured in the breast ; 
Ah ! tell-tale bluahes, why proclaim 
The guilty trath. with crimson flame ; 
Tho' Cahir was Glentogher's pride, 
And tarried oft by Ellen's side ; 
Yet Ellen deemed to them alone, 
The tender plant they nui'sed was known ; 
The plant of love, whose bloom controls, 
Whose fi-agrant teudi-ils bind their souls ; 
That modest blush sheds o'er her face, 
A beam of such bewitching grace, 
As lends her charms far more of power, 
Than owned they in tl\eir brightest hour. 
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Thus Sol in the meridian akj-j 
Blinds with his brightness every eye, 
And scorches with hie dazzling flame, 
Like passion, all who dare the beam ; 
But let the evening's crimson veil, 
His blinding glory part conceal ; 
The eye and heart alike repay. 
The meed withheld, the prouder vay ; 
Eilen, her foi-mer peaoe to win. 
Bends o'er her wheel and tries to spin ; 
With sweetest song the cabin rings, 
iiut 'tis not blushing Ellen sings. 

SOKG. 



When tempests roam among tlie hills. 
And thro' the glens the ga[e& career ; 

When ireach'i-ous snow the valley fiUs, 
And guiding stare all dieappeai' ; 

When o'er the Cloghan'a mountain height, 
" The wanderer dares the trackless dell, 

What magic ray defies the night ? 
What beacon guides, can any tell? 

11. 
When youthful maidens sing and sigh, 

And gloom usurjis the throne of bliss, 
And tears sufi'uae the radiant eye, 

Methinks there's something sure amiss ; 
How can the lip« the heart unlock ? 

The key lice hidden in the well ; 
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What magic powers ouv secrets mock ? 
Say, blashing maids, can any tell ? 

III. 

Oh ! there's a little roguish child. 

With jnst enough of speech to lisp, 
Who guides the wanderer o'er the wild 

In safety, with his will o' wisp ; 
The dew shook from his amber wings, 

Will moist the eye ; and his the spell 
Unlocks the bosom's secret springs ; 

What is his name, can any tell ^ 

When firat the song met Ellen's ear. 

She stopped her wheel, and paused to hear ;. 

Her head against the distaff pressed, 

And soft emotions swayed her breast ; 

The voice was sweet, and sweet the air, 

The lay was light, the maid was fair ; 

Bnt whilst the minstrel's queries rise, 

A mirror dazzles Ellen's eyes, 

And imnges nnfold to view, 

Within her breast the answers true ; 

Tlu-n coming footsteps softly fell, 

And broke the singer's charming spell, 

And foremost to love's watchful ear, 

Pi'oclaim the welcome wanderer here ;. 

Light !is a fawn's in forest glade, 

Wei-e the iree foosteps of the maid. 

Nor oped the charmed cave more free, 

To robber's magic sesame, 

Than oped the door to Ellen's art, 
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With welcome sent from lips and heart ; 
Nor qiiickev o'er the dewy lawn, 
At sound of danger flees the fawn, 
Than Ellen, when the stranger true, 
To welcome spoke, appeared in view ; 
III sooth, it was a sight to make 
"Unwarned the stoniest bosom quake ; 
A saint in aueh fantastic gnise, 
Might counterfeit the' king of lies; 
Hi« cloak once clothed tlie i'liaggy bear, 
Isow icicles adorned each hair. 
And dangling lightly to and fro. 
Like spangles caught the iugles glow : 
A cap of fnr, of darksome hue. 
Like mask, his features hid from view ; 
Whilst leggings of the dundeer's hide, 
A housing for his limbs supplied ; 
And gauntlets on his hands displayed, 
Of saffron dye — such conti-aet made 
As gave his form a savage mien. 
Whilst silent he surveyed the scene ; 
He marked each denizen's alarm, 
And fain their idle fear to charm, 
In tones that soothed each troubled breast, 
To Ellen fii-st, his speech addressed. 
Fair girl, I mourn my presence here, 
Inspires thy gentle breast witli fe.ti- ; 
A stranger, I, from foreign strand, 
Bewildered In this mountain land ; 
With toil oppressed, bcnum'd with cold, 
A helpless wight in me behold ; 
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Whilst faltering in the dell below, 
I gsuned this cabin's cheerfiill glow, 
And found in thee, an angel bright. 
To wekome me to life and light; 
Tho' ibr another dearer friend. 
Was meant the welcome thon dids't send;. 
Yet, not more real the blessings Rhed, 
By Israel old on Jacob's head, 
Deeming his favorite Esau there; 
Than tiine to me, my lovely fail-; 
The maiden's cheeks with blushes burned,. 
When he to greet the matron turned, 
Mother, an uninvited guest, 
Weary and taint I plead for rest. 
And heaven that ae^ my urgent need, 
Forbida that I should idiy plead, 
The matron gave ber kindly hand 
And made him welcome to her band ; 
Tho' ttnexpeeted, thus you come, 
Thoa'i-t welcome fo our humble home; 
Children 1 s^he said, be thine the care, 
In haste the evening meal prepare ; 
The stranger's need my aid demands, 
She plucked the gaunlets from his hands^ 
And chated the palsied palms ivith snow 
Till with reviving life they glow ; 
His cloak upon a beam she fpread, 
Undid the covering ofl' his bead, 
And gathering in his wandering hair. 
Left his bright cheek and forhead bai-e. 
A cheek that hardly owii'd the down 
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■Of manhood — ^bui'Dished well nigh brown, 

With ray more fierce than ever fell 

■On Erin's mountain lalse or dell. 

And brow as open and serene, 

As any in her island green. 

And foim whose perfect symmetiy, 

The eetilptor's model well might be, 

Snchform, young maidens seldom flee. 

Then in a chair by artist mde, 

Hewn from the fir tree undei'wood, 

With comfort fravight, but wanting grace 

She bade the stranger take his place; 

Forget my child, thy perils passed, 

The mountain path and ruthless blast, 

Let care thy youthful bosom flee. 

And deem a mother smiles in me. 

A teai- stood in the stranger's eye, 

His bosom swelled with grateful sigh, 

And words of thanks all faltering came 

To recompense the kindly dame. 

Now, round the smiUng board are pressed. 

The matron, maiden's and their guest ; 

The matron with a housewife's cai'e 

Excuses oft their homely fare; 

And maids abashed to eat before, 

The stranger, wish the supper o'er; 

Whilst he keen hunger's fiei-ce desire 

Fulfils ; then fi-om the board retii-es ! 

The supper past in quiet mirth, 

They circle ail around the hearth, 

Willing to cheer the stranger's care, 
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Men awakes a lively air ; 

The eteaTiger owns some secret spell, 

As Maiy joins the chorus swell. 

SONCJ. 
Grieve not stranger youth, to roam 

From thy scenes of childhood ; 
Thou shalt soon behold thy home, 
Cottage, brook and wild wood ; 
When returning fi-om atai', 

Native mountMii's greet thee. 
Mellowed by the evening star. 
Think what joys will meet the. 
Chokus. 
Churlish hearts may yield to son'ow, 

Oni-s, no caiikei-iog cnre shall boiTOWf 
Smiles to-day, and sighs to-morrow, 
This our motto be 
II. 
Dost thoa uiiss a father's aid 

In thine hour of danger ; 
Friends will rise if foes invade. 

Doubt not gentle stranger. 
Kindly dames shall come to cheer. 

Tender hands sustain thee, 
Lest thy bosom yield to fear, 
Or care or soitow pain thee. 
Chorus. 
III. 
Mournest thou for eyes that shone, 
'Neath the shady cover, 
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Voice that charmed witli tender tone, 
Lips that blessed her lover ; 

Ever, Ever faithful prove, 
Ever, Ever, Ever. 

Doubt thee not thy abaent love ; 
Never, never, never. 

IV. 
Him, she chose in youths fond horn', 

Absence still makes dearer; 
Painting with its magic power, 

Charms uneeeo when nearer ; 
Joys untold her swain will bless. 

When her eyes behold him, 
To her heart with fonder press, 

Will her arms enfold him. 
Cbm-lish hearts may yield to soitow, 
Ours, no cankering care shall bon-ow; 
Smiles to-day, and sighs to-mori'ow, 

This our motto be. 
The cheeri'ul song was sang in vain, 
Pei'haps it woke with keener pain, 
Feelings that might have dormant lain; 
Memories of a lond one dear, 
With face as fail', and voice aa dear. 
Whose past endearments wake again, 
In tribute to the sweet i-efrain ; 
At times a hidden glance he stole, 
And in the look bestowed his soul 
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On hei' whose eyes delicioiie blue, 

"Whose riper chai-ms attract his view ; 

As often songht the troubled swwo, 

Comnnmion with himself again, 

Till his young brow is clouded o'ei- 

With darkling shades, unseen before ! 

The Matron mai-ked his rising care, 

And bade her guest for sleep prepare ; 

Then following where her footsteps led. 

The wanderer finds a welcome bed; 

Soon home'ssweet blessings bright and warm. 

The dreamer's midnight visions charm ; 

He heara the voice of neigbboi-s old, 

He grasps the hands of comrades bold, 

With modest blush, the m^dens coy, 

Breathe welcome to the wandering boy ! 

But dearer still the fond caress, 

Of one, whose smile alone can bless ; 

Oh ! be thou soon restored fond swain, 

To home, and friends, and love again ; 

And bo tliy waking bliss as bright. 

As those fan- visions of the night. 

How silence reigns, and spreads her pall, 
O'er cottage, matron, maids and all ; 
The winds retire, the tempest sleeps, 
The muse her lonely vigils keeps ; 
Poor muse ! unknown to wealth or fame. 
Without a patron, friend or name ; 
Sad muse ! who by the embers glare. 
Sees phautoms in the murky air, 
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With talons fierce and scorpion sting, 
To wound the tongue that daved to sing ; 
Adieu, fond muse ! may morn proclaim 
Thy midnight spectres all a dream. 



END OF FIUST CANTO. 
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THE FRIAR'S CURSE— CANTO SECOND, 



^Slieve Snaght, 'tis thiae by lol'ty claim, 
To herald days returniug beam, 
As 'tis his last farewell to own, 
Queen mountaJQ fair of Inishowen. 
And now in heavenly radiance bright, 
We Bee you gi'eet the wooing light ; 
Whilst humbler hills and vales below. 
Sleep 'neath then- robes of virgin enow. 
But Empress jiroud, deem not for thee, 
Alone he comes ; as fan- as free, 
His smile will soon awake the plain. 
To labor, life and light again. 
Hark I 'tis the huntsman's mellow horn, 
Awakes the echoes of the mom ; 
And lond the fox-honnde answering bay, 
Resonnds along the mountain way ; 
"Whilst harnessed couvsei-s neigh and pace. 
Impatient for the coming chase ; 
And see, i-eeplendent o'er the world, 
The day-god's banner high nnfitrlecl. 
But all Kuused the muse to trace, 
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The tumult of the mouutaiii chase ; 

More dear to her the peaceful hearth, 

Whei'e humble peasants meet in mirth ; 

Or bid the tear of pity flow, 

To way-worn pilgrim's tale of woe, 

Who oft the peasant's cheer repays, 

With tale of other lands and days, 

The cot far up the mountain height ; 

That housed in peace, our wand'ring wight. 

Now hedged around, with wintei^'s snows, 

Smiles thro' the beech trees in repose ; 

No blinding drift and freezing gale 

Our youthful hero here assail; 

For close beside the hearthstone's blaze. 

Beneath its roof he still delays, 

And in the oozy flr tree chair, 

Receives the kindly matron's ci»re. 

My maiden's left at early prime. 

The matron spoke, the hilf to climb ; 

Ellen mine own, and only child, 

By love of moiintain scenes beguiled; 

When robed in snow, she deems they stand 

Unrivalled in the northern land ; 

From bold Benevnue, such her boast. 

To Ballyhillion'a iron coast. 

My brother's gentler child our guest. 

Reared on a valley's flowry breast. 

Where old enchanted Goreymore, 

O'er looks Stiabreagy's matchless shore ; 

The champion of her native glena. 

For matchless beauty those commends; 
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Ellen elate with ruder pride, 
The issue anxious to decide, 
Familiar with each sheltered deU, 
Where scarce a snow-wreath ever fell, 
Her cousin guides to Craigie Dhu, 
\7here opea a far extended view, 
Hill over hill, and steep on steep, 
Whei'e mountain lorrents foam and leap, 
Now tnmbling in the dark ravine, 
Kow roaring thro' the gorge unseen. 
Now hissing o'er a maiiy track, 
^Like that old serpent, Iinge and black. 
Whose bloated bulk and angry mane. 
Spread devastation o'er the plain, 
Along its track, from Medianmore, 
To fair Slrabreagj's fartherest shore; 
Thus in fond rivalry they sti-ove, 
E're starting for the rock above. 
Blessed be that love, whose wizard spell, 
Gilds barren rock and rugged dell. 
With radiant eharms— -spreads odors I'are, 
O'er natal scenes, tho' rude and dfeai' ; 
Could these, my guileless mtudens see, 
The homes of theii- proud ancestiy. 
When the O'Neill, in Kingly power 
Bade Faughan shine a regal bower. 
Whilst nobles grand, were proud to own 
Allegiance to the great Tirown ; 
How cold to them, how cheerless, drear, 
These mountains, and that valley fair. 
My mother was a proud O'Neill, 
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T II E P E I A R ' S C D K S B , 55 

Her sirea opposed the English pale : 

When aanb the star of fair Tirown, 

They refuge sought in laishoweui 

There, leagaed with gallaut Cabir Roe, 

Still battled with the ancient foe j 

Till charging foremost of the host, 

The chieftain fell, then all was lost I 

Disaster like a mighty wave, 

O'erwhelmned proud chief and clansman biave, 

And rain, like a fnneral pall. 

In one black level shroudsd all ; 

At times above the dark disguise, 

Some scion of our race will rise, 

And 'raong the scattered remnants shine ; 

As fragments of some buried mine. 

By eailh's oouvulsions scattered round, 

Tell where the treasures once were found. 

Such was my mother ! Irom a child, 

No menial toil her cares beguiled ; 

But such attainments as might grace, 

The high-born iady of oui- race ; 

She conn'd our glorious records o'er, 

And skilled her heart in bardic lore, 

Her matchless voice to mnsic wed, 

Her fame both far and neai' was spread; 

Til! some, the magnates of the land. 

Were suitors for her maiden hand ; 

But earlier love, or ancient pride. 

To these the tender boon denied. 

An humble suitor gained her gi'ace, 

One of Tyrconnel's princely race. 
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And Hugh O'Doiinel won and wed, 
The peei'lBsa maid of Malinhead. 
Such scion was a brother dear. 
Who, from ins childhood loved to hear 
Oar mother tell the glorious tales 
Of the O'Boiinels and O'Neills, 
Till swelled Jiia bosom with desires, 
All worthy of his honored sires. 
Alas, for human hopes, how vain 1 
His sank, no more to rise again j 
The captain of a daring band, 
(He loved the sea far more than land,) 
Who England's tyrant power defied, 
Yet less for lucre, than thro' pride ; 
When howled the tempest in the night, 
And signal rockets rose in sight. 
And the slow gnna deep solemn boom, 
Appall'd the heart, like peal of doom. 
Ever these fearless men essayed. 
The perilled mariner to aid ; 
And many a seaman lives to toast. 
And bloss the men of Maliu's coast, 
Without whose helping hand to save. 
Had long been buried 'neath the wave ; 
On one snch sacred voyage bound, 
All, all that noble band were drown'd! 
At closing of an autumn day, 
A stately ship left Swilly bay ; 
As set the sun, the land breeze died. 
And she, home by the flooding tide. 
The fatal line had nearly cross' d, 
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Where many a gallanl, bark was lost ; 

Whose mined timbei's, black with age, 

Defy the Ocean's fiercest rage, 

Aoti guav^ each rotik and beech of sand, 

From wild KiUoort to Polon strand ; 

Like monuments they stand to tell, 

Where fair hopes bade th i heart farewell ; 

That land-locked ship, in her distre^, 

Stowed signal ot her hefplessiieBS 1 

Quick, bending to the ready oar, 

My bi'othor and his band left shore ; 

Swift set the current of tiie tide, 

But swifter o'er its breast they glide, 

And when upon the deck they stand, 

A gallant cheei- went up from land ! 

Ere we could feeS the j'lsing gale, 

The ship was under easy sail ; 

With s.iillful helm, she safe |mreuad 

Her course — where dangerous rocks intrude; 

Where many a lofty ship before, 

Her canvass furled, to spread no more ; 

And night, her pitchy banner spread, 

Ere they had mastered Mnlinhead, 

Three rockets bursting on the gloom, 

And the loud cannon's thund'ring boom, 

Sent gladsome tidings from the sea, 

And bade us hold high jubilee. 

Whilst still we lingered on the strand. 

To welcome our returning band. 

Now fierce the gale swept from the west, 

And lashed to rage the ocean's breast. 
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Along the beach, the angi7 swell 
Of crtoted billows, foamed and fell ; 
Or 'gainst the rocky ramparts beat, 
And shook the earth beneath oar feet ; 
Thns ocean's fearful power waa moved, 
Imperiling Ihoee we dearly loved ; 
Till lipa that lately spoke to cheer, 
Are pi-eased in pain, and mute with fear ; 
Each heart in silent prayer, our fiiends, 
Beyond our aid, to heaven commends j 
From out the sea arose a cry. 
Of dread, despairing agony ! 
One answering echo tbrill'd the shore, 
Then all was silent, as before. 
On the ne xt swell that swept the strand, 
Their boat was hurled high on the land ; 
Alas I that gallant, helpless orew, 
In that wild cry, bade earth adieu. 
Where lonely, Lag sits watching stiU, 
The hallowed gi'ave-yard by the hill ; 
Bleeping below three mounds of sand. 
Lie three of that devoted band ; 
'Neath wild Killoort's unfriendly wave, 
Two kinsmen claim a common grave ; 
Toung Shane O'Neill, the pride and flow'] 
Of rade Drumcroy's rocky bower, 
And he, my brother, called by men, 
Hugh Roe O'Donuel of the Glen. 
Oh I had the deep restored our dead, 
To rest in consecrated bed, 
Where fond affection still could barn. 
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Its fragrant incense o'er their urn ; 
Then aweet ttie tender tear would flow, 
That now, too bitter, drugs oui' woe. 
May He, who earth and sea controls, 
Bring peace to their immortal eonls, 
And comfort those who live to mourn, 
The absent, that can ne'er retiu'n. 
Salt tears suffuse the matron's eyes. 
And swelling sobs her speech disgaiee; 
She diied hii leai^ with instant will, 
Commands the unbidden aighs be still ; 
Those tears I shed, but little grace, 
Tyicunnel's haughty, stubborn race ; 
She thos lesumed, with the O'Neill's, 
A softer nature still prevails ; 
And to our kin's maternal side, 
Ai'e these impulsive throbs allied ; 
And so am I, yet fail to trace, 
One record in ray form or face ; 
My mother's son, face form and mind, 
In one bright, peift'ct whole, combined 
The rare adornments lost in me, 
Of our once proud, anoetilral tree ; 
And though by death's untimely frost. 
Its bloom and glory rill are lost, 
One gentle offshoot's radiance shines, 
And all her father's gifts combines ; 
Whilst holiest odors, unconfessed. 
To all but Heaven, |jeiTade her bi-east : 
Looks, soul nud charms, all harmonize, 
And meekly froni the woUd disguise, 
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The chaste refinements and high art. 
That wait, fair haudinaida to her heart. 
Of her bright gifts most prized by me, 
Is song with liiti'ij's sweet minstrelsy ; 
Whethev in Bon-ow'a dirge and wail. 
Or in the glories of the gael, 
Her voice rules like a wizard's wand, 
And o'er our heaits holds high com mand, 
Infusing in our souls, the fire. 
Or sadness, of the song or lyre ; 
Her's the same ancient har[j tiiat lay, 
Neglected, mate and in decay, 
^Since Daniel of the silver toiigue. 
With broken heai-t its chords unstrung; 
Condemned ihe hand would wake its tone,. 
Till Lords again, of Inishoweii, 
The rightful heira of Cahh- Roe, 
Regained their birtli-right from the foe ; 
And the O'Dohei-ty once more. 
Ruled his broad heritage of yore. 
A generation passed away. 
And still the harp neglected lay ; 
And still the stranger ruled the land, 
And rilled with strong, relentless hand ; 
Then she of Ulster's ancient kings, 
A_scion true, resto]-ed the stiings ; 
And mistress of the gentle art, 
Sfade captive many a stubborn heait ; 
And the old glens of Inishowen, 
Rejoiced at its inspiring tone. 
;3he strove to train my wayward mind ; 
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To her sweet avt I ill inclined ; 

And startled by iny careless strofee, 

Discordant, wandering sounds awoke ; 

And since my mother ceased to sing, 

The mold of years lay on the string 5 

Till onr fair aocgster ot the bi'ae. 

Renewed its chords to cheer her lay. 

Now Celt and Saxon cry. All hail 1 

To bless the mountain nightingale ; 

For 'mong the Maliii clans her fame, 

Is crowned with that sweet songKtef's name. 

Another night, thy rest prolong, 

And own the chai'm of haip and song 1 

Snow barricades eat-h path and pass, 

From Cloghan's bridge, to fair Knockglass ; 

And ill the Inckless trav'ler fares. 

Who first the toilsome jonrney dares. 

Those mists, whose airy drap'ry now 

Like care o'erapreading beauty's brow, 

Slieve Snaght's fair forehead veils from view. 

With tears, will soon the vale bedew 5 

And ere another morning beams, 

? the drift to swell the sti-eams ; 
a unobstructed way ; 
Till then, 'twere better here delay ; 
And mirth and minstrelsy to-night, 
To chase the hours will both nnite ; 
For monntain maids — and swains as free 
As maids are fair, hold jubilee ; 
Whilst Maiy, Gorey's flower and pride, 
Revives our ancient Christmas tide ; 
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She comes iier lonely kin to cheer, 
For we are still bnt straiigefs here. 
Proud England's iron laws, conlroU'd 
By guile, by peijnry sinrl goltl, . 
O'erflowed the measure of our ills, 
And drove ue, exiles to those hills ; 
Trom. that fair home, a mother's dower, 
To him I wed, in Tullaugh's bower. 
Five winters' snows have filled the dell. 
But my crushed heart may twenty tell, 
Since he, on Tallaugh's verdant side, 
Despoiled of all, in sorrow died : 
Spnng, Summer, Autumn I'eappear, 
To crown and guild time's circling year ; 
But when life's summer-flowers depait. 
Unending winter rules the heai't; 
The broken tendrils clust'ring cling, 
But comes to them no vernal spring. 
The sorrowing matron left the chair. 
To hide the tears upwelling there : 
And from the recess, where it lay. 
The ancient vcilume bore awa,y. 
Stranger I to while thy tedious time. 
Here are om' annals, writ in rhyme ; 
K deeds all noble, proud and high, 
Pei-formed in days of chivalry. 
Be pleasing task — ^this lesson leai'n, 
Til! back my truant maids return ; 
They tarry long — the stranger took, 
And th.inked the matron for the book ; 
Said, he in distant lands hoard tales, 
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Of the O'Donnels and O'Neills, 
From one, whose pride it was to own, 
His ancestry from high Tirown ; 
For generous heart and luafl.ial fire, 
The son was worthy of the sire, 
Many there are, replied the dame. 
In Inishowen, who bear our name ; 
From Swilly'e shore to Malin well, 
Ou hill and glen, our kindred dwell ; 
And many a scion, doomed and banned, 
Has refuge found in foreign land; 
And some, Alas I That I should say, 
Their creed and country both beti-ay 1 
But our fair deeds recorded there. 
In cause of both, will make repair. 
Ei-e yet the youth its clasps withdrew, 
A lovelier book attracts his view ; 
O'Donnel's ilaughter, decked in wealth 
Of guileless heait, aad rosy health, 
Came like a sunbeam, soft and warm, 
A messenger of light, to chai'm. 
Ah ! gentle stranger, if there be. 
In distant land across the sea, 
One whose fond heait, like needle true 
To magnet — Faithful turns to you. 
And thou hast promised, this repay 
With f^th unfailing, haste away ; 
If unpremeditated art, 
And lay spontaneous sway the heart, 
How shall that pliant heart withstand, 
The syren-song and conjurer's wand, 
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When ambuBhed smile and Erin's lyre, 
AgaiDst fi'ail flesh and blood conspire ? 
All I when did prudent saws prevail, 
Wlere radiant looks like these assaU ? 
And where is love bo fit to die, 
As in the light of beauty's eye ? 
*A8 dies that bird, whose death illnmea, 
Its ofi'springs birtb, aod guilds its plumes, 
And from love's immolating pyre, 
Bids love anse, on wings of fire. 
The youth with graceful speecli commends, 
The fond adventure of his friends, 
And mourns his dull ungallant sleep ; 
Else he had clirab'd the mountain keep j 
For with snch guides, hie toil to share, 
The wildest scene, must needs be fair. 
Then answei'ed back the blushing maid, 
Well may we mourn your absent aid. 
Who traced the wintiy dells alone, 
Thy speech with flowers our path had sti'own. 
The youth replied, that flatteiy's art, 
Was sti'anger, to his tongue and heart, 
And deemed, that othera lived, would swear 
That wintry landscape past compai'o. 
If two bright fragrant blooms he knew, 
Would grace the bower of Creggy Dhn. 
Beware ! bold youth, an unknown shore, 
Tho' seas be calm, needs dextr'ous oar; 
And, oh ! how many a barque there be, 
Will fail on love's unfathomed sea : 
If such adventure spreads thy sails; 
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Be thine kind tides and prospering gales, 
Yet 1 till love's barque in haven fail-, 
At anchor rests, rash youth, beware I 
Why lingers Ellen in the dell 1 
The air is chill, what wizard spell, 
Can temper rude December's sigh, 
With balm of May ? Let youth reply, 
And if thou wilt, descend the glade, 
Where close she keeps her ambuscade. 
Where yon green ivy climbs and clings, 
Along the gorge, whilst Caliir sings. 
Unconscious of tlie sweet unrest, 
He wakes in Ellen's flutteiing breast 

SONG. 
I. 
Fair is the snow on hill and plain, 

Like her I love, its radiant guise; 
And tho' i'^ touch will leave no stain. 

Who woo's its downy pillow dies ; 
Yet, fair as wild Glentogher's snows. 

Is my dear maid, and pure as fair; 
Blest in the shrine, my hopes repose. 

For love, all wai'm is watching there, 

IL 

The blooming rose is queen of June, 
Our summer bower, its fragrance fills; 

And warm its blush, but oh! how soon, 
The autumn blast its beauty chills ; 

My Ellen is my bosom's queen. 

Her breath is summer's spicy gjtles. 
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Her saiOe a sunlit raj serene ; 

Whore blushing love his bliss exhalea. 

HI. 
Sweet is the lark's celestial song, 

The linnet's sweet, sweet sings the thrush. 
And sweet ave all the warbling throng, 

When nature smiles, that now are hush ; 
Still sweeter love's melodious sighs, 

Awake my bosom's deeper swell ; 
When teai-a bedew my Ellen's eyes, 

For love lies mirrored in the well. 

IV. 
In vain have richer lovers tried, 

With softei' speech to wile the flower, 
That blooms on rude Glentogher'e side. 

To softer vale, aoil chaster bower. 
Our i-ugged mountain's solitude, 

My Ellen lovea, tho' wild it be ; 
And tho' by hai'sher accents woo'd, 

The rose still blooms for love and me. 

Thus eang the youthful nioimtaineer, 
And poured his soul on Ellen's ear ; 
Deeming the tender ditty fell, 
On callous Crag — and icy dell ; 
And Ellen when she clim'd the glade, 
Had no design of ambuscade, 
Nor dreamt her lover's cai'e would guide 
His footsteps up Glentogher'a side. 
The wintry tempest's sudden war, 
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8 bewildert'd flocks afar, 
In scattered clusters, where its shock 
Was broken by some friendly rock; 
Besieged bj snow, without his care, 
The huDgiy fold would [jerish there. 
A mile below the ivied, ridge, 
The eloghaa pathway seeks the bridge, 
How of the arch, the only trace, 
One flanking wall, one ruiaed base. 
The shepherd thus imijelled per force, 
Mast trace the torrent's higher course ; 
Along its bank the pathway led, 
Whei-e granite boulders crossed its bed ; 
Rude stepping stones, wliere daring men 
In deadly peril gain the glen ; 
The youth a passage here essayed. 
Then turned him down the softer glade; 
Where to tbe right, a space above 
He deemed yon cottage held his love, 
Such warm desires his boBoin throng, 
As woke his heart's spontaneoHS sang; 
Sweet stole the words to Ellen's ear, 
As those sweet sounds, the sainted hear. 
When pleading love, removes the bar. 
And leaves the heavenly gates ajar ; 
If doabt, or fear e'er crossed h^r heart, 
The generous lay bade all depart. 
And joy, love, hope and faith allied. 
And oh I forgive that thiob of pride ; 
With the wild rush the rebel came, 
An instant more, a holier flame 



Hostec by Google 



Exjilored the chambers of hei' breast; 
And spuviied the rude unbidden guest. 
The maid had gained a lofty dell, 
When on her esr the music fell, 
Where bright immovtal ivy spread 
Its winti-y foliage o'er her head, 
Whilst giant fern around her grew, 
And hid her slender form from view. 
Yet, like some terror stricken deer, 
Low on the gronnd she nestled here. 
The monutsuii ash, its autumn yield 
Of burnished cluster's, here revealed j 
And bending to the maiden's hand, 
Its treasures lay at her command, 
Ere Cahir's footeteps gained the wall, 
In fright her berries she let fall. 
These, on her lovere path below, 
Like beads of coral decked the snow ; 
Lay gai'nered too, the path beside 
The holly bongha for Christmas tide, 
All tell-tale emblems well designed, 
To conrt Ihe gaze, but love is blind ; 
And busy with his tender lay, 
The youth, unheeding kept his way. 
Had pearls of puce, Iny sc-itteied round, 
Not one that ardent youth had tound; 
One peai'l within his bieist enshrined 
Alone, was present to his mind ; 
Oh I had be scan'd the insset fem, 
He might a peeiless gem discern, 
Whose ray's soft i idnni e bithed in dew 
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Those iJai'k fringed laahes ygjIM from view ; 

Metliinlis, he tlien had made delay, 

Nor thus so quickly eped away. 

Soon as his form was lost to ken, 

The maiden issued from tJie glen ; 

The green-wood boughs she quickly bound, 

But left her berries scattered round ; 

Fled up the hill, like hunted doe, 

Nor ttirDed around to gaze below ; 

The holly folded in her arms, 

The cottage closed around her charms. 

'Twer© well the maiden looked not back, 

For following close her fleeing track, 

A form of long and lusty stride. 

Pressed boldly up the mountaia's side ; 

A seal-skin cap his temples graced, 

A rapier belt«d to his waist ; 

The burden on his shoulders bound. 

Might weigh a pack-horse to tlie ground ; 

Where cups and cans, and varied gear, 

And garniture of war, appear ; 

And as his sturdy bulk he flung, 

The hill to climb, they clanke'd and rung ; 

His leggings buckled to the knee, 

So tight below, the eye could see 

The sJneB'S play, whilst limb and stiide, 

Showed iron strength to grace allied ; 

Without alarm the porch lie passed. 

And graced the floor, the Jiiaids aghast 1 

Beheld hie stern, yea, savage gaze, 

And lr(!mblitig, slmuiied the piercing rays; 
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From o'er his brow his cap he drew, 

And full exposed his face to view ; 

Frowned that bold frontlet, black and higli, 

As clond, when thunder renda the sky ; 

A girdling ring like iron band, 

In circle black, his temples spann'd ; 

And gave the swarthy face below, 

A fiery, fierce, forbidding glow ; 

His Khaggy beard stood torn and shi-ed, 

Lite heather tufts on mountain's head, 

When raoorlan<3 fires have swept the hill, 

Yet left nnscathed a remnant still ; 

"Wliilut o'er the whole his eye of pride, 

Each gazei-'s timid look defied. 

Pardon, he said, a pilgiim rude, 

Whose wiinderings on your home intrude ; 

The torrent fi'om the mountain ridgo, 

Has swept away the Cloghan's bridge ; 

The ancient footpath I explored, 

That crosses at the gulley's ford ; 

And thus to reach my native vale. 

The mountmn's toilsome way I sesile : 

I crossed it once, but yeai^s ago, 

'Twas unobstructed then with snow. 

Crossed with a blithsome merry throng. 

Who smoothed the road with jest and song 

McColgan in this homestead then 

Kept bed and board for foot acre men ; 

And I, by that same hope betrayed, 

In search of rest, your peace invade : 

Deeming the "House upon the hill," 



Hostec by Google 



Its comfoi'ts spreads for travelera still. 

Yet thou canst show, and I thy grace 

Will thank — the nearest resting place ; 

He pnused to Iiear, prepared to go. 

The matron answered, Stranger, no I 

Whilst Irish homes hold Irish hearts, 

No friend nor enemy departs; 

If hnngei-ed, till he share onr cheer, 

If weary, rest — then rest thee here, 

Glentogher's- oi-eat is hard to scale, 

And stiU beyond lies marshy vaie ; 

And faither yet, against the skies, 

The heights of Glenagannon rise, 

And on a dreaiy moor look down, 

Whore Herald keeps the " Harp and Crown." 

The track that leads across the waste, 

la now by diifted snow effaced, 

And with the rains that lately fell, 

The ford la flooded in tlie dell. 

That moorland path is seldom trod. 

In summer, save by foot outlawed; 

To weary stranger failing here, 

'Tis filled with peri!, toil and feai-. 

On yonder cushion seek such rest. 

As woo's a foot sore weaiy guest ; 

What else thy needful wants require, 

Is thine to show, Nought I desii-e, 

But freedom from thia lumber pack. 

That weighs and chafes my yielding back ; 

And place a while to lay my head. 

My pillow Lhis ; a downy bed 
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Ill suits a mgged soldier's mood ; 
The roaghev settle, mates the viid?. 
Were it of granite harsh and cold, 
The words of welcome you unfold, 
Would make its hard unyielding breast. 
To grateful heart a couch of reat 
At once his knapsack he unslung, 
And ou the floor beside him flung; 
One blanket on the bench he spread. 
And one he folded for hia head; 
Removed his belt, but plaeed the brand. 
Where he could reach it with his hand ; 
Precaution thtis, 'gainst sudden strife, 
Seems iiiBtinut in a soldier's life ; 
Without another word ees^ayed. 
Full on the bench his form he laid ; 
A moment round the circle gazed. 
Then to the roof his vision raised ; 
Above his brow, aa if to shield 
From view, the sternness there revealed. 
His arms be crossed, then mute and blin<3 
To thoughts of home hia soul resigned. 
'Tweve wrong to say the matron's breast, 
Took kindly to her moody guest; 
When flret his visage she beheld. 
His looks, her troubled soul repelled ; 
And fear alone, forbade her fly. 
The lightnings of his roving eye ; 
His black and battered visage told. 
Of desperate strife, and struggle bold ; 
Perhaps, iii honor's bright career, 
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Perhaps, as i-nthleea bnccaneer ; 

Sneh dread mbgiviiigs toot control, 

And for a space oppressed her soul ; 

Tet not for this woiild she deny. 

The rights of hospitality. 

Then something in his voice's tone, 

Bade ber each darker thonght dieo-wn . 

So to these tender maidens here, 

He came a harbinger of fear. 

And Btill his form in rest i-eclln'd, 

With awe o'erpowers each timid mind. 

The youth alone his joy confessed, 

As he surveyed the sullen guest ; 

At times, his prostrate form he eyed. 

With kindling smile and glance of pride ; 

At ^imoa, his gaze rcgi-et betrayed ; 

That he, unsocial, thus delayed ; 

Awhile a cold and gloomy spell, 

On that fair circle frowned and fell ; 

And when they spoke, 'twas with sachbreath, 

As curbs our voice in house of death ! 

They spoke of holy Christmas near, 

And of its blithe and blessed cheer ; 

Spoke of that love whose depths begnil'd, 

To Bethlehem's stall, the wond'rons child, 

Spoke of the high celestial strains, 

By shepherd's heard on Judahs plains, 

" Gloiy to God in highest heaven ; 

And peace on earth to men forgiven," 

Thro' holy faith each vision strays. 

And owns that star't- mysterious rays. 
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That bade the Magi, seek the shrine, 

Where Maiy watched the babe divine ; 

'Till they, like those their gifts unfold. 

Of myrrh, of fraDkinBL'iice aud gold, 

And bend adoring heai't and knee. 

Before a Gocl'a humility. 

They spoke of Mai-y's wond'rous bliss, 

Whose lips immaculate may kisa 

lucaniate God ! who veils his cliai'ins, 

And glory in his mother'a arms 1 

Oh ! Royiil babe bring thou to me 

The fmiiM of thy niitivity. 

Oh 1 Vii-gin Mother undefiied, 

Look down on me a wayward child. 

With watchful care and smile benign, 

As on that happy circle shine ; 

Who on Glentogher's ragged side, 

Now weave gi-eeu boughs for Christmas tide, 

And thus in holy converse blest, 

They grew oblivious of their guest. 

And mirth resumed her smiling reign, 

Till frightened from her throne again, 

By sudden sob, as if the heail, 

That gave it biitb, had split apart. 

All eyes the stranger's eouoh invade, 

No change the prostrate man betrayed, 

Except that quicker rose nnd fell, 

His mighty bosom's iiviufj swell. 

Like ocean wave that breaks its force, 

On wreck, and sinks in middle course. 

Comrade 1 as if the word could charm, 
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The soldier raised upon his arm, 
And ei'e the yonth his tale o 
Those eyes of fire his speech ai-reat ; 
Like meteoi' barstiug on the night, 
When Bkie.s are calm, so flashed the light, 
Swift, fierce and uilent,, like that ray, 
As swift and silent passed away ; 
And back npon his rnggeii had, 
Again he laid his shaggy head. 
Soldier I the youth once moi-e began, 
Thon seem'st a weaiy, way-worn man ; 
Thy garb and bearing both betray, 
Thou'at seen rough usage in thy day. 
Comrade ! I lay no stronger claim, 
To use that free, familiar name ; 
Than one like thee, by winds a 
Was driven from his destined c 
And yesterday, was glad to moor, 
Where you, to-day, your barque secure ; 
And slill by oar good dame's request, 
I linger here, a willing guest ; 
For who would huny hence away, 
Tho' it were summer's balmiest day, 
From haven tair, where beauty's smile, 
And angel hands our cares beguile ; 
The glorious sun's effulgence bright, 
The wintry landscape bathes in light; 
Why waste the golden hours of prime. 
In solitude's tinsocia! clime ? 
Whilst day-light dreams, you know, at b 
Are harbingers of night's unrest. 
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'tis churlish 1 here's a vacant chair j 
Draw near, aod chase unhealthy cai'e, 
With merry song or roundelay, 
Of love, or. wai-, or grave or gay ; 
Oi', it' it better suit yonr mood, 
Be tarly chilhood'a scenes renewed ; 
Or, give car gentle liouBehold here, 
Some tidings of thy rough career, 
Thy haps, and 'scapes by knd and sea, 
Pains, penalties and jeopardy ! 
For me, for thee, I'm bound to say. 
Our freinds are keeping holiday ; 
And who «o gen'rous with his store, 
Whe»i asked to pay an honest score, 
As soldier, gallant, hold and free, 
Then comrade, seek our company. 
At once, the soldit-r raised his head. 
And tuiiiing, left his rugged bed ; 
A' moment glanced on all around, 
Then knelt him on the naked gi'ound ; 
His hands together gently closed, 
Upon his ample cheat reposed. 
His eyes half shrouded of their blaze, 
High on the roof-tree fixed then- gaze; 
His lips moved busily in prayer, 
But not a sound the list'ners share ; 
Then humbling low hia lofty crest. 
His forehead on the floor he pressed; 
Then signed the cross upon his breast. 
A minute scarcely. passed away, 
Siuee tliat-rnde soldier knelt to pi'ay; 



Hostec by Google 



Eternity may yet reveal, 
That fervent silent brief appeal. 
And now erect upon his feet, 
He seek'a and fills tlie vacant seat ; 
I own my chuiiish mood to-day, 
Doth thy kind welcome il! repay ; 
But memories sweet and sad arise, 
If I a jnoment veil my eyes ; 
As I apiiroacli my native vale, 
Warm hopes awake, fresh fears assail, 
Oh ! who may say, but he of lies, 
The father, comes in such disguise. 
To wound the soul with poisoned barb ; 
Decked in affections holiest garb. 
Or, why flhoald I my heart beguiled, 
By memories tender, sweet and wild ; 
Of home, of wife, of children fah. 
Forget our lady's noon day prayer ? 
That prayer, that by my mother's knee, 
Hei- sainted lips revealed to me, 
That prayer since then my lipn have told, 
As moi'ning, noon and uijht unrolled. 
At times when deadly shot and shell, 
Fierce, on our reeling columus fell. 
Striking our bravest on the pMn, 
As reapers autumn's ripened grain. 
And swept by wai-s uupitying tide, 
In gory heaps — to kneel denied, 
I've stood mid carnage and despair. 
And silent owned our Lady's prayer. 
And in the camp 'mong coinrades rude, 



Hostec by Google 



Loud laugh and ndiuiile withstood ; 
The I'uffian jest, the bigot's sneer, 
Defied them all, to falter here ; 
Here, where no mocking tongues invade, 
Thro' selfish love thy cause betrayed. 
And, Oh ! how many an evil hour, 
My mistress mild, my mystic flower ; 
My tender, chaste, maternal Dove, 
I've passed, unscathed — Thy wings above, 
Then help, bright, gentle Queen, I pray, 
Thy recreant child, again to day 5 
Each idol of my heai-t dethrone, 
And rule high sovereign Queen — alone ; 
Whilst these shall learn, and I declai-e. 
Thy generous aid, in my despair; 
In that dread hour of my career, 
When sank my sonl, the slave of fear. 

THE SOLDIER'S TALE. 
It happened once upon a day, 
Whilst near the foe our forces lay ; 
I disobeyed some slight command, 
Of one who ruled with iron hand, 
As captain of our rugged band ; 
In presence of our whole brigade, 
Who, lor field exercise arrayed, 
Were witness of the dark disgrace. 
He rudely struck me on the face ; 
I would have stabbed him in the breast, 
But ready hands my aim arrest ; 
And me disarm- Then with a curse, 
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I spmiig, and dragged liim off his horse ; 

O' empowered at onoe and borne away, 

Was tiled and Benlenced that same d.ty ; 

Short was the shiift, and sure the ban, 

'Twas thus tlie martial finding ran ; 

" To-moiTow, on the self-same spot 

And hour, the culjjrit will be shot ; 

But first, for disobedience fiog, 

With thirty stripes, then shoot the dog I" 

Now was my heart of hope debarred. 

In durance watehed by double guard, 

And manaoled, as sad I lay, 

Withia my oell, at dose of day ; 

In solitude, whilst queries dread,' 

Befuie ray anguished soul were spread, 

Where wUt thou, ere another night, 

Oh I stubborn soul have winged thy flight ? 

Will hell rejoice, aud angels weep, 

A~d horrors haunt eternal sleep I 

Or, Seraphs spread their glowing wings. 

To waft thee to the King of Kings ? 

Where I'ausomed souls forever moie, 

Around the throne, their God adore; 

Oh ! wretched soul so soon to go, 

To break that seal of bliss or woe. 

In God's great boot of death or life. 

Ah 1 little thought I then of wife, 

Of children dea'-, of hocae, of all; 

The human heart can bold iu thrall, 

My sins, both sense and soul appall, 

Legion on legion they arise. 
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D every shapG and guise ; 
I wept, pnt every burning tear, 
That -wet my hands, did blood appear. 
I tried to pray, bat furies foul, 
-Mocked my despairing -svordH with howl; 
Hope shrank dismayed, vphiist vampires spread 
Their liorrid i>inions o'er my head ; 
I deemd there talons clutched my haii', 
Oh ! dreadful sin of sad despair ; 
Thank heaven, I livi3, that sin to tell. 
And stigmatize — the bugles swell 
In cadence soft serene and clear, 
Broke on my dream of guilt and fear, 
And graee trivimphant o'er despair, 
Awoke once more my vesper prayer : 
Then hope resumed hor heav'nly sway ; 
And Mary's smiles my fears allay. 
Ere half my orisons were o'er, 
Beneath my pr'isons oaken Hoor, 
Where on my humbled forehead pressed, 
A shock and jar, my thoughts ari'est, 
A square, per'haps two feet or so, 
Of solid plank went down below ; 
A packet fell upon the floor, 
And instant closed the secret door. 
The purport instantly I guessed, 
I hid the parcel ia my breast, 
'Till with my hands, tho' shackled still, 
I gathered dust, the joints to fill. 
And all was ready, when the guard, 
The enti-anoe to my oeli unbarv'd. 
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A soldier burly, rude and free, 
Wau Bagh O'Doniiel of Ardee ; 
Comrado ! he said, and namesake too, 
A snpplianf, I your pariifon sue,- 
My faults I own and all arraign. 
Each reckless jest that caused yoti pain ; 
Forget hareh wordg too often spoke, 
Foi'bear ! the vengence these aivoke. 
Forgive what else I have done amiss, 
He raised my shackled hands to kiss, 
Ilis face he bnrled in my hands, 
Till teare be-dewed the iron bands ; 
Big sobs his manly bosom swell. 
And whilst he closed the dreary cell, 
He cried 1 O'Doiinel, fare-thee-ivell. 
Hold I comrade, broke the yontbfiil guest, 
No Deed of secret manifest; 
No [>irate craft, no privateer. 
Embargo ov blockade is h.?re, 
Iloiat your true flag, the coast is clear. 
What speech is this, presurapUtous boy? 
That I iiae guile and base decoy, 
If such the purport it denote, 
I thrust the falsehood down your throat. 
He rudely pushed him from his seat, 
The supple youth sprang on his feet. 
As if prepared for bloodly work. 
From hidden scnbdar.d drew a dirk, 
Ciled ! murder blazing in his eyes , 
Now, Black O'Neill I tear thy guise. 
Like panther springing from bis laiv, 
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8wift fipning the soldier fi'om his chair, 
Grasped in his iron elutdh the brand, 
And wrenched it from the stripling's hand, 
As Tennis player checks the ball, 
Pitche.l his assailant to the wall ; 
Above his head the weapon flung, 
Roof-ivee and rafters flh'.vering rung; 
Where from the reach of all debawed, 
The Bteel, etwck bm'ied to the guard ; 
Backed where hia garniture was stored. 
And caught at once his reaily sword ; 
Drew frorn the sheath the shining blade, 
With glance of fire the I'cene surveyed. 
Then glaiitig like some beast of prey, 
Within its den, he stood at bay. 
That rash attack with deadly knife, 
Insulting woi-d, and instant strife. 
So sudden came, so qnickly passed, 
Each gentle maiden stood aghast, 
With senfe confounded, heart appalledj 
And loud on heaven for saccor called. 
The matron silent and amazed; 
On that fierce face intently gazed, 
Then dropping on her knees implored, 
With lifted hands. Put down thy awordi 
Oh ! Christian man with Christian gore, 
Di-eneh not our lowly cabin's floor ; 
For Christ's dear sake do not besmear, 
Thy ransomed soul with murder here. 
Murder or shedding human blood, 
The soldier cried, if such my mood. 
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Or my intent, bis naked brand, 

And breast were botb at my command i 

In self-defence, I keep mj guai'd, 

For ta-eaoherouB friend and foe prepared ; 

And only hold my sheathless blade, 

To foil foul blow and ambuscade ; 

And see ray faithiul handmaids nigh, 

With lamps well trimmed, their tapera diy; 

He held a brace of pistols high, 

Then ou his rival fixed hia eye, 

With scaichiag look, rash boy Lliy tale 

Declare — where met thee Black O'Neill. 

But hold ! first let ns make amends, 

To these, our h >spitable friends ; 

Mother ! ai'ise, forgivu tli« need, 

Of mine array for hostUe deed ; 

Trained in the camp, the soldier's ear, 

From harmless sounds wins notes of fear ; 

But sure no hostile baud is here ; 

And you, my children, gentle, fail', 

So help me Heaveu, whilst I declare, 

I'd rather hazard mortal harm, 

Thau give your innocence alarm ; 

My visage acaiTed, and blackened brow. 

May frighten tiinid maidens now ; 

'Mid maddening scenes, on many a field, 

This arm did aye the helplesa shield; 

And never dealt to open foe, 

Or treacherous fiiend, nnmanly blow. 

Oomvade ! our hasty broil forget, 

Aud show where yon and I have met; 
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If e'er before. The youth replied, 
'Twas oil the transport Queen of Clyde j 
The winds asleep, the wares at restj 
Becalmed upon the ocean's breast ; 
One bugle'a pensive notes arose, 
All harsher sounds had sought repose ; 
Then instant tumult spoke aloud, 
And swayed and surged a madden'd crowd ; 
A score of men would one assail, 
With cries of death to black O'Neill ; 
Then first 1 saw thee, saw thy foes, 
A wall of s'eel aronnd thee close; 
"Watched thy red hand and shining blade. 
And thee, undaanted, undismayed ; 
With giant force and iron will, 
Beat back thy fierce assailers still ! 
I saw you when your sabre broke. 
And staggered by the ei-ring stroke, 
Full on the slippeiy deck you fell, 
Your foemen closing with a yell. 
Like bloodhounds ; then I saw you throw 
The hilt, agwnst the foremost foe, 
And as he i-eeled beneath the blow, 
Ere he could raise his drooping sword, 
Tou, with your prey, went overboard. 
How, black O'Neill, eay if I lie, 
Or, of my answer ought deny. 
The soldier cried, that will not I ; 
By your ill mannei'ed name I own, 
Among those ruffians I was known ; 
Yet still me thinks yon could relate. 
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What might my quaiTel vindicate ; 

I own, you told the story well, 

And wish you now the sequel tell; 

What pains aoil penalties were mine. 

For breach of martial discipline, 

And risk of life — full well you know, 

A life was periled in each blow ; 

'Till broke my brand. If what I said. 

Has these, onr witnesses misled, 

Or prejudiced your cause, I sweai', 

All owned thy coui'age high and rare ; 

Thy cause nnknown, then let me trace 

That glorious final act of grace, 

That wedded hero to thy name, 

With twice two hundred men's acclaim, 

Lond rung thy foes exulting yell ; 

When on the deck, unai-med you fell ; 

But when on Wilson Grey you sprimg. 

And hoarse with i-age this chaJlange flung : 

Now Wilson Grey, or you, or I, 

Or both, this day are doomed to die ; 

Whilst headlong o'er the vessel's rail, 

Ton and yonr rival pitched — O'Neill; 

Then rose such cry upon the air, 

Of disappointment, rage, despair. 

As fiends might raise when seraphs bright, 

Throw round a sou!, a shield of light, 

And bear to mercy's radiant throne. 

The rescued one they deemed then- ow n. 

Before that howl of hori'or died, 

The bugles brazen voice replied ; 
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To arms ! to ai'ms ! ea«h martial band. 
At once obeyed the stern command; 
Whilst I, beheld with awe below, 
Amid the wave, each stvug-giing foe. 
Like mighty monsters of the deep, 
Who mid its depths their gambols keep ; 
Up from the ocean's depth arose, 
In locked embrace those panting foeS} 
Now arms extended at full length, 
Tet gj-apphng still with all their strength; 
Eaoh stiives, with varying success. 
Beneath the wave his foe to press. 
Thrice closed the waters o'er their strife, 
And thilce they rose to gasp for life ; 
And thrico upon the ocean's breast, 
They lay apart, awhile to rest ; 
And now, as neai- again they drew. 
The deadly struggle to renew ; 
Grey's Goarage with his strength did fail. 
Save me, he cried, I drown, O'Neill ! 
His arms the waves at random smote, 
The salt spray gm'giing in his throat. 
Mysterious man! then were fulfilled. 
Thy plight of vengeance, had thou will'd ; 
But in this ciy of du-e distress, 
Thy coiiquei-ed comrade's helplessness. 
Yielding to mercy's high command, 
Tou lent your foe a helping hand ; 
And held him, like a child, afloat; 
Till reached and rescued by a boat ;, 
Then rose a long and lusty cheer. 
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From many a gallant witness here ; 
Who id the rigging's dizzy height. 
Intently watched the d^perats fight. 
Again it rises, high and higher, 
Instant as magazine on fire ; 
O'er all the ship, above, below, 
Sailor and soldier, friend and foe. 
Unite in one hai'monione cheer, 
Long live the gallant grenadier ! 
The fife's shi-ill notes and rattling drams, 
Struck, "See the conquering hero comes," 
When on the qaaiter deck you stood. 
All dripping from the briny fiood. 
Well may I deem thy natal iioui', 
Was ruled by some propitioiis power ; 
Whose geni wai'ds and watches stUl, 
Thy foe to foil, or work thy will ; 
Else I, a sterner tale could tell 
Than this, that strangely ended welL 
That morn, that saw our ship set sail, 
To woo the ocean's fresh'uing gale ; 
Whilst yet at anchor in the bay, 
A barge close by our vessel lay ; 
A soldier, feeble, wan and worn, 
Was from the ^'^'S^- ^7 seamen borne. 
His rank was high, and fair hia fame, 
'Till fortune, faithless, fickle dame, 
Alone in view of his command. 
Betrayed him to a hostile band ; 
In durance close, and long confined 
Wilh fractured limb, his fervid mind 
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Brooding with soiTOW and removee ; 

O'er fame's eclipse and errant coarse, 

His Hou] had nearly win his way, 

From prison to eternal day : 

And now a ruin stately dreiii^, 

Alone remained of brave St Oiair ; 

Few saw him to his cabin borae, 

And none beheld him since that mom, 

Save him who ruled the maitial band, 

Hia nest Lieutenant in command, 

And oae a citizen, whose care, 

In prison soothed his pain's deapab'. 

Now his companion guest or groom, 

None other entered in his room; 

On that same day, that very hour, 

When nature husbanding her power, 

Left our good ship a lazy mass, 

Scarce moving on that sea of glaea ; 

Saint Clair, now somewhat stronger grown, 

Was pauing on the deck alone ; 

Slow was his step, as one who tried, 

Some feat of hazard, long denied. 

His ever present friend stood neai'. 

And poured upon his raptured ear. 

The martial bugle's tender swell, 

Whei-e music's soui delights to dwell. 

Then fearful clamor woke fierce cry, 

Dethroning music's pensive sigh ; 

Then blazed St I'laii-, thine eye of fire, 

And swelled thy throbbing breast with h'e ; 

But when that yell of tierce deapair, 
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Fi-om foiled assailants rent the air ; 

He grasped the bugle'a brazen throat, 

And blew in rage the battle-note ; 

That note, which to the soldier's ear, 

Of conflict tells, of pain and fear, 

And death. If faithless to his band, 

He falter at the stem command ; 

When on St. Cl^r, my gaj;e I turned, 

His eyes, like glowing fagots bmtied ; 

His tud — in fearful wrath he spurned, 

Ah I then, O'Neill, thy fate I mourned. 

Ho, monster ! cried the frantic chief. 

Or ftead ! which art thou 1 speak, be brief. 

He raised his ai-m, his brow to guai'd, 

As if his soul the eight abhoiTed ; 

Instant yon bounded on the deck, 

To where he stood, a shattered wreck ; 

You roai'ed — Pei-fideoua, base St Clair I 

Behold your black hand-writing there ; 

Tour finger on your lemples pressed, 

Then snatching something from yonr breast ; 

This pledge dishonored — like a coal. 

It brands and bums my veiy soul ; 

I spurn thy gift, and perfidy — ■ 

And both despise. Now, God on high 

Be witness ! thus, St. Olair began, 

I own I wronged thee wi'etched man. 

And wrought thee harm ; but broken plight, 

Or ought would atain an honored knight, 

Or his scutcheon blur or blot, 

Or stigmatize — upbraid me not : 
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I give thee welcome with my hand, 
And own, before ray ehatU-red band, 
In gen'roiis act, and courage rare, 
No peer hast thou. That I, St. Clm-, 
With word of gall, and hasty blow, 
TJnmetited ; made thee my ibe ; 
Till fortune in her fitful hour. 
Left me, all helpjese, in tiiy power ; 
Uprose thy aoui, triumphant still. 
And rendered good for deed of ill ; 
And in that deed heroic, spread 
Those living coals around my head ; 
Whose glowing flamea, and sacred fire, 
Will last, till love and life, expi]-e ; 
That life you periled sill to shield, 
This love, alas ! too late reveal'd. 
St. Clair's embrace his love express'd, 
O'Neill, atone, can tell the leat. 
Ere yet I close, I own my fault, 
E«gret my reckleae, rude assault ; 
And all amend, you may desire, 
I render, for the deed of ire ; 
My life within your conquering power- 
Pi'eserved, I grateful hold the dowe]'; 
Long as will flow the crimson tide — 
Comrade, enough'the soldiei- cried. 
The open speech has seldom plan'd. 
Foul strategy, the hasty hand; 
Tho' oft it work a deed of hai-m 
It can't undo, speaks bosom warm ; 
Long may that, gen'rous ouiTent run, 
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"Fil teinpered by thy ev'ning sun, 
Its final ebb and last repose, 
May virtue's golden sands disclose. 
We still afe fi-iends ; this maiden sword 
I give, 08 hostage, for my word ; 
The legend gi-aven on its blade, 
When I my tale have told, may aid, 
To read the riddle why I claim, 
Then black O'Neill another name. 
He di-ew the scabbai'd o'er the brand. 
And placed them in the stripling's hand, 
Whilst peace above that little world, 
Once more her banner has unfurled ; 
And confidence revived, restored. 
Seats all around the social board, 
The soldier, thus unites again, 
His story's rudely broken chain. 
I stood unmoved until the guard, 
The prison portal closed and barred ; 
Tlien gnawed the cord the packet tied, 
And found a shackle's key inside} 
Each minute seemed an hour to me, 
■'Till I had worked my right hand free; 
I left in strategy the band, 
Encirchng still the other hand ; 
Then stealthy as a cat, I stole 
CJose to the uaiTow window hole, 
Where twilight stmggliog thro' Iho grate. 
Helped me to read the book of fat«. 
Hope — tlius the missive read — and keep 
Thy ears on guard — beware of sleep ; 
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When quai'i-el loud and drunken strife, 
Disturb your guai-d, then w^ork for life ; 
One footpnahed heavy on the door, 
Will force the passage thro' the floor, 
Descend, nor fear the gloomy vault ; 
Secure the trap with iron bolt. 
Lay hold the rope, pull with yoiiv mig bt, 
And trust to God youi' future flight ; 
If in the swamp you be delayed, 
To-ino!Tow may bring further aid ; 
Desti'oy this record, friends are few. 
Bat tried and faithful all — Adieu. 
Oh ! what mystenous powers control. 
And mle and warp the heait and soal ; 
A moment past wben dread remoi-se, 
Porti'ayed my sins, and sinful coarse ; 
I'd bai-ter life without a sigh. 
For one to teach me how to die ; 
Tho' most unwoithy priestly hand. 
Of all our holy churches band ; 
And now my wayward changeful breast, 
Owns love of life its fondest guest ; 
I dropped at once upon the floor. 
The secret trap to find once more. 
Slow as a snail, the joarney made, 
'Til on the door my cheek I laid ; 
I tore the note to shun mishap, 
And eat the paper, scrap by scrap ; 
Then stretched me down within the cell, 
Bnt all my soul stood sentinel. 
The soldier paused, as if to train 
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The waudeiiiig luemoriee of the brain ; 
And thus hie tale rewimed again : 
Perhaps 'twere bettei- here to say, 
Our eampiog ground in former day, 
Had been a haven of resort, 
For men with iron souls ; a poi't 
Where pirate craft, and pirate oi-ew, 
Could safe their hellish ti'ade pursue ; 
And Chnst's redeemed of sable dye, 
Lite beasts of buriien sell and bay ; 
Bnt war with retiibutJYe hand, 
The robbers slew, the ti-affic banned, 
And mart, and hamlet, where we lay, 
Were sunk to rain and decay. 
The village crowned a gentle hili. 
And in the valley sat the mill ; 
A structure, solid, broad, and bold, 
That must have cost a mine of gold ; 
The architect the building planned, 
Pait in the sea, and part on land; 
And with hie skill its power supplied. 
From endless ebb and flow of tide ; 
But now by brambles overgrown, 
Lay buried deep its arch of stone. 
And long canal. A reckless few. 
The boldest of our rugged crew. 
That gloomy passage had explored, 
And in its bowels plunder stored. 
One end was open to the sea, 
The other choked by bush and tree ; 
And hidden in a ti'aokless waste. 
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Its opening could not now be tmced. 
The mill contained five hundred meu, 
Yet of them all, but only ten 
Had knowledge of the mystic way, 
That 'neath my ceil and pUlow lay ; 
Those ten, a sworn and secret band, 
Had for this night earouaal planned ; 
And fi-om below such stores conveyed, 
As oft their midnight i-evels made. 
And of these ten, the boldest three, 
Brave Hugh O'Donnel, of Ardee, 
Fierce Cameron, of the Isle of Skie, 
And one, Sir Arthur's orderly, 
A comrade from my native vale, 
Peace to your ashes, ti'ue O'Neill ! 
Held coancil how to rescue me, 
And from my peril set me free ; 
The rest gave good and timely aid, 
Unconscious of the part they played ; 
And as I learned in after day, 
Fi'om Hugh O'Donnel, this the way : 
O'lTeill, the master mind and guide, 
Tho' seldom from his master's side. 
To each his needed part supplied ; 
O'Donnel sought the secret door, 
And flung the packet on the floor, 
And had himself detailed for guard, 
For what woald follow, well prepared ; 
Whilst Duncan Cameron plied his art, 
In working up each comrade's heart. 
For lawless i\ct — to seek my cell, 
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O'er awe a d bind the sentinel, 

Then drag me out from where I lay, 

And hang me, ere the break of day. 

O'Donnel's parting loud good night, 

Was signal plann'd, that all was right. 

Two tedious hours had passed, when lo ! 

A soldier staggering to and fro, 

Approached the guard, then reeling fell, 

Close to the entrance of the cell ; 

Another, and another earae, 

And some the gunrd began to blame ; 

When one, a boaster at the best, 

Their purpose openly exprcBsed ; 

O'Donnel placed him in arrest, 

111 did Ms comrades brook the thrall, 

And then began such droiiken brawl, 

As swelled with strife ihe I'isiog gale. 

And reached Sir Arthur and O'Neill, 

For with hia orderly aa aid, 

The midnight camp he oft surveyed; 

And woe betide the liicklees guard, 

Who at his post was unprepared' 
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His hatred of his captains's foe. 
Cried out ! Sii' Ai-thur, follow me, 
'We'll catch him ere he gets to sea ; 
I know the secret outlet well; 
It opens in the rufBan's eel!. 
Half drunk with rum, with fuiy blind,. 
He left Sii' Avthuv fur behind, 
And gained tlie outlet of the moat, 
As ushered forth luy flimsy boat ; 
He raised a rook to crush the raft. 
And loud the drunken ruffian laughed ; 
Then reeling missed his evil aim, 
And headlong tnmbled in the stream ; 
The pitchy wave closed o'er his head,. 
Bedaubed with filth, with rspine red. 
His soul — all rank to judgment fled. 
The matron gi-oaned in agony, 
Prepare us. Lord, in peaw to die; 
And thrice, on brow, on lips and breastj 
Salvation's eacred sign impressed, 
I stooped to gain a better view, 
The narrow channel to purene ; 
And in the dark my wandering hand. 
Regained, and clutched the shackle's bant 
I flung the iron at my foe. 
Sir Arthur just escaped the blow; 
It grazed in flight his stooping crest, 
And etrack O'Neill upon the breast ; 
I saw him stagger on the Kti-and, 
And grasp his master's helping hand ; 
Ere others came to Ijar the way, 
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My boat had gained a broader bay ; 

And ere my labor, I forbore, 

I must have gained a mile from shore ; 

Alone — 'mid solitude profound, 

And dai-kness di-ear ; biit whither bound ? 

This query in my mind expressed, 

I laid aside my oai' to rest, 

And on my knees I crept with carp, 

To know the most my craft would bear 

Of rougher liaaard — ^but as well, 

To liek me in a cockle shell ; 

I, in tills search discovered store 

Of rations, for a week or more ; 

With two canteens, my throat was iry, 

I drew the cork, the first to tiy; 

I sj.'aviied the liquid from my mouth, 

Tho' I was pained, and parched with drouth ; 

The other held that gift of heaven, 

So nmch desired, so freely given ; 

The sweet libation flowed amain, 

My thirst its deepest drop would drain ; 

I saved a part, lest woi-se betide. 

And slang the vessel by my side j 

And of my future course and fate, 

Within my miud did thus debate : 

My raft unseaworthy and frail, 

Will founder in the slightest gale, 

And even if I get to sea, 

'Twere but to meet the foe I flee, 

For England's floating bulwarks lay. 

Like bull dogs, watching port and bay; 
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For miles, yea many leagues around, 

Morass and trackless wastes abound ; 

A sea, at highest flood of tide, 

I prayed to Heaven my course to guide. 

A roeket rising in the air, 

Lit up the scene with sudden glare ; 

That secret signal's firey trail. 

Did oft before my watch aasail. 

And fixed my purpose, weal or woe, 

I'll seek prond England's haughty foe. 

The doom of death without appeal, 

Recorded by a hand of steel, 

Could in my desp'rate peril plead. 

And of dishonoi' purge the deed. 

But I had higher, holier cause. 

In England's violated laws, 

For from my native Island sea, 

I had beeu lorn by perfidy. 

The victim of a nation's crime, 

"Was forced away to foreign clime ; 

Beneath far India's bui'ning skies, 

My visage gained its swarthy guise. 

For two long years of toil and care, 

Mid wai' and plagues, I wasted thera 

Thence to the Western world afar. 

Placed foremost in the i-anks of war; 

On many a field of blood I strove 

To crash the liberty I love. 

But ravage, rapine, ruin failed, 

And war's red lightnmg's waned and paled. 

As !ose that constellation grand, 
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In triampli o'er the reacne<3 land. 
And lost to England's diadem, 
Forever lost that priceless gem ; 
Another signal rocket's ray, 
Again reveals my destined way, 
My shallop jumps at every stroke, 
'Till snd mishap my paddle broke ; 
The longer portion in the sea, 
Whilst scarce a foot remained with me. 
Ijudged as best 1 might, the wind. 
Now blowing fresh, was dead behind, 
And in the locker of the boat, 
Around my I'ations lay a coat, 
A spacious garment, faded brown, 
Had been Sir Arthur's dressing gown; 
I learaed its purpose at a guess, 
'Twas left to sci-een my gaudy dress, 
With hat of felt— they both had made, 
The Quaker of our masqoei'ade. 
That hat, my forage cap replaced-; 
I donned the diseasing gown in haste, 
Then standing on the forward j'dl, 
My self for mast, my gown the sail. 
Its generous folds my arms outspread, 
My little shallop shot ahead 
In splendid sfjle, an hour or moi'e ; 
At last a bramble caught her pj'ore, 
And round she swung her stern ashore ; 
Above my head in deepest gloom, 
My hand could feel the mosses' phnme. 
Whilst reaching thus ray way to trace. 
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A bat in flight assailed my face, 

I eti-uck the monster with my hand, 

But of my foot-hoUl lost command, 

Then grasped by chance a vine that hung 

Within my reach, and instant sprung; 

My boat, the sndden impulse sent, 

Back to her native element ; 

And I, 'mid darkness and despair, 

Like felon struggling in tbe air : 

I almost failed to force a pass, 

So closely twined the tangled mass. 

And when I gained the upper air, 

I laid me down, exhausted there. 

The centre yielding to my weight, 

Declined a space, the sides elate, 

Like canopy enclosed my bed; 

The sea breeze whistling o'er my head, 

In fitful gusts blew harmless by. 

And snng a moaraful lallaby ; 

A grateful feeling of repose. 

Like balm o'er all my being flows ; 

I strove a eiippiiant pi'ayei' to say, 

But sk'ep my senses stole away, 

And dreams of bliss, and visions fair, 

Did to my couch with sleep repair. 



END OF SECOND CANTO. 
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THE FRIAR'S CURSE— CANTO THIRD. 



WLo has not — In the circle of long years, 
Amid life's stubborn tnals that confound 
His youthful hopes — wi'inging the bittei- teats 

IVom anguished heart ; When sleep his sense s bound 
Owned bliss ecstatic, all his soul surround 

In dreams of eaa'ly love, or brighter juize 
Of Hymen's crown of Myrtle. Such, if found, 

May cavil at the tear di'ops that disguise 
That battei'ed fa«e of bronze, and glisten in his eyes. 
The soldier stayed awhile his tale. 
And with hia iron hand would veil 
The tears, that straggling thi-ough tlie night, 
Of that dai'lc visage, shine more bright, 
Afl diamonds spai-kle most, when set 
In coronal or crown of jet ; 
But quick he dried the limpid stain, 
And thus comiects his story's chain : 

THE SOLDIER'S TALE— (Continued. ) 
The charmer of my boyhood's years. 
Chaste in her matron pride appears ; 
Mild as the balmy breath of 'May, 
9* 
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And radiant as the rainbow's ray. 
We wandered by the lakelet's strand, 
With our two darlings hand in hand; 
The sea was oalm, the sky serene, 
And earth wa.'B decked in summer's sheen; 
We culled bright flowers along the dells, 
And from the lake fantastic shells; 
Admii-ed the lark's celestial strain, 
The humbler linnet's sweet refrain. 
The black-bird whistlinj; on the oak, 
And softer song the thvnsh awoke, 
'TUl soul and sense immersed in bliss, 
I stoop to win one pi'attlei-'s kiss : 
A loud report like musket's knell. 
Dissolved the fond ench:inting spell; 
The chai'aier fled, the charmed to pain. 
And life's stei'n battle woke again ; 
Woke just to hear the distant hill, 
Repeat the sound, then all was stiH. 
I raised my head with watchful care. 
To feast my eyes on prospect fair ; 
The sun was high, 'twas nearly noon, 
The breeze was mild, as breeze of June, 
And blew towards me from the bay, 
Where two tall shijis at anchor lay, 
Their yards inclined in graceful ease. 
And floating in the fondling breeze, 
Pennant and flag, and bannerole. 
In countless nnmbere crowned the whole. 
Beyond the sliips, on beach of sand, 
A single tower o'crlooked the strand ; 
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Whilst just across Llie naiTOW sound, 

From bolder lieight the ibrtress frowaed j 

A haughty, stern, detiaiit mass, 

The giant guai-dian of (.lie pass ; 

Par Htrelohing iuiand from the coast, 

Tent aiUir tent, and host on host, 

In war's gay pageutry ari-ayed ! 

A glorious Kceno the eye aiirveyed. 

A hamlet crowns the mai'Ual Boene, 

A thicket sliades thta dark ravine, 

And rising from the basin's sands, 

A noble pile, like temple stauds, 

Where floata — 'Tis England's banner still, 

Those are hei- hosts, and this the mill I 

And scarce a gun-shot from my lair, 

I threw me back, in mute despair ; 

Till softer sorrows kindly crept, 

Around my heart, and long 1 wept. 

This was uo verdant, grateful bower. 

Of foliage bright, of iragrant flower. 

Where birds of plumage gay, and voice 

Melodious, make the soul rejoice. 

One flower aJone usur^sod the dell, 

Of mammoth bloom and rankest smell, 

And fi-om its glaring petals oozed, 

A deadly juice, if pierced or bruised ; 

Each ti'eo, that showed its blighted head. 

Above the level pall, seemed dead, 

And fi'om its scathed and blasted orown, 

Black, ragged wreaths ol' moss hung down, 

Uncomely as the ghastly tress, 
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That decks the gibbet's rotteanesB, 
Below, 80 deep the noon -day shade, 
The vampire fluttered in the glade ; 
The vulture raised her hungi^ brood, 
Secure amid the solitude ; 
The buzzard lean, that all day long, 
Patrolled the camps, an army strong, 
With garbage goiged, and cai'rion foul, 
Here roosted with the hooting owl : 
As night approached, whilst beasts of prey. 
Roamed free and fearless night and day ; 
Here serpents hissed their poisoned breath, 
And bloated lizards big with death, 
With venom buniished, swarmed around, 
Or basked in light, if light were foHud ; 
With horrid jaws and hideoi^ tail, 
And clothed in adamantine mail, 
Huge alligators plunged and played, 
In pitchy jjools, beneath the shade. 
Three traitors from the rebel-side, 
To join our ranks the passage tried; 
Two only reached the Bdtish host, 
One iu a swallow-hole got lost; 
At noon of day his comrades told, 
Such hoiTors of the dreaiy hold, 
All shunned its precincts, named the fen, 
In langnage strong, the Devil's Den ; 
And I, otttlawed and desolate. 
Am guardsman o'er its gloomy gate. 
With thiret oppressed, tho' I have di'ain'd 
My last sweet drop— with hunger pained ; 
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Foes all around ; if man I flee, 

Ferocious beasts await for me ; 

If these I shun, upon my path, 

Foul reptiles spew their venomect wi'ath, 

Whose toach is deatb. If I should gain, 

Unliarraed from these, the open plain, 

Our watchful pickets lie in wait-, 

To meet me at the farther gate ; 

Yet not a hope remains to me, 

In this, ray dire extremity ! 

Bufe face the perils I unfold, 

And risk the passage of the liold ; 

My purpose fixed upon my face, 

I turned to leave my liidiug place ; 

When human voices reached my ear, 

And chained my soul in silent iear, 

Wbilit from the covert where 1 lay, 

I watched tbeir shallop skim the bay; 

The j'ower ei-e he I'eaohed the shore, 

A moment rested on liis oar ; 

So liecnly be the land Burveyed, 

I deemed my liiding place betrayed. 

This is, ]io cried, the only place, 

The foot of man may hope to trace. 

His comrade answered, 'tis a shore, 

I little hanker to explore ; 

But since no cho'ce our journey waits. 

Urge on beneath its dismal gates. 

But what is tliis ? a boat is near, 

Delay, till we the tidings hear ; 

'Tis stern Sir Arthur waits below, 
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And Shane O'Neill — a friend and foe. 

Ho, boatman ! cried the anxious chief, 

Why urge thy voyage here 1 be brief. 

The rower tamed around his head, 

And cried, your enemy is dead ! 

Is thiit his carcass on the raft 1 

The drunken boatman loudly laughed, 

The alligators down the bay, 

His cai-cass eat at break of day 5 

That's Billy Milbaok lying thei-e. 

He drank full twice hif lawful share, 

And now he claims reward entire. 

His gun went off, but mine missed fire ; 

O'Donnel's death upset the boat, 

We found his cap aud thU afloat ; 

We never saw him rise again ; 

The alligators, that is plain, 

Devoured him ; clothes and boots and all. 

You lie I his comrade now did bawl, 

I saw him in the morning to:;. 

Your musket missed, I shot the dog ; 

The money's mine ; I drank too deep. 

And on the Island fell asleep, 

Sir Aithm" cried ; go back in haste. 

And guard and iron well this beast ; 

On duty drunk, reward or not, 

At my return I'll have him shot 1 

This order carry out forthwith, 

And at yoar deadly peril, Smith. 

In sulky silence Smith made sail ; 

What savage brutes are these, O'Neill ; 
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Yet brates havo feeling to their kind, 
These, dead iu soul and dark in mind, 
Below the level of the beast, 
Their highest aim a dniniien feast ; 
For ever foremost pf the van, 
They hound a doomed, defenceless man ; 
Rank, craven cowards, in disguise, 
They flee the first, if peril rise : 
They riot, grovel, gormandize, 
To honor dead — Yea, dead to grace. 
The moral' reptiles of the race. 
Pity it were, O'Neill I'opliefl, 
That by such death O'Donnel died, 
And at such hands. I never knew, 
A trustier hand and heart more true ; 
But rash in aet when roused to ire, 
Such was the son and such the sire. 
Of great Hugh Roe, lair Ulster's pilde, 
Ko truer scion lived or died. 
Unworthy boast '. Sir Arthur cried ; 
Inglorious praise and out of place, 
Yet native to thy flighty race ; 
What 'vails such mockery to crown, 
The peasant's rags with high renown ; 
Dost sweeter make the beggar's bite, 
To boast his father died a knight, 
Or soothe the pauper's needy care. 
Who dreams him still a monwch's heir. 
Or chieftain of an anoient t-lan, 
Whose sword was law — G-ive me the man. 
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Who peer or peasant fills with grace, 
In rise, or fall, his present place. 
Leveling hia micd to ohaogiag chance,. 
Moulding, not mourniag, circumBtance- 
I knew him gen'rous to a fault. 
To honor tvue, yet blind and halt, 
Where duties clothed in humbler guise,. 
Around life's prosier path arise ; 
A life to save would risk his own, 
That hallowed impulse overthrown. 
Just the next hour in deadly strife, 
Imperilling that rescued life. 
Graceful in speech, and often grave. 
The fool of fools and tool of knave, 
Who pandering to his fancies vain. 
The secrets of his soul attain, 
And prat-ing like a ailly boy, 
Of great Clontarf and Fontenoy ; 
Of mighty Chief and Druid old, 
Robbera and cheats, if trnth were told ; 
Would level princes, peers and all, 
Yet from the leveled mass woiald crawl. 
Claiming from prostrate friend and foe, 
All hail ! great offshoot of Hugh Roe. 
'Twere well if Patrick's high command. 
And hallowed power had purged the lane 
He lived to love and blessing died, 
Of barbarous chief and clannish pride. 
But haste, each .'noment of delay. 
May peiil much at break of day. 
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Those gallant ships a goodly store, 

Of gttUB and eaisaons sent on shore ; 

Beyond thefoit our war-ships ride 

At anchor, waiting for the tide ; 

Five thoasand fighting men, all told, 

In best array, the transpoi-ts hold ; 

These added to our gallant host, 

We force the fight at any cost 1 

O'Donnel's chase was bruited round, 

To bhnd the spies, for spies abound. 

To hide a higher sHia — a rase. 

That for my absence makes excuse. 

I fain would view that plain, O'Neill, 

'Twixt either host, that soon shall reel 

With conflict on its ti'oubled breast, 

And harbour many a stranger guest. 

Sir Arthur buckled tight hia brand. 

And bore a musket in his baud ; 

Forsook the boat, and led the way; 

O'Neill, a moment made delay, 

Then ci-ied aloud, 'twere better here, 

Replace a poi-tion of our cboer. 

And leave behind this cum'brous spear ; 

Hia master signaled his consent, 

Then both on their adventure went. 

Still aa a coi-pse, awhile I lay, 

And heai-d their voices die away, 

In distance lost — then left my lab.', 

To eat and drink ray present care- 

My feet had scarcely touched the ground, 

When startled by a moaning sound, 
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I tamed around, the cause to tra<!e, 
When lo I befoi'e me, face to face, 
A monstei' famished wild cat stood, 
And ravening on my treasured food, 
Now fbnl'd and scattered o'er the boat ; 
He fiercely growling in bis throat; 
I must have portion of that cheer, 
I dare not about, my foes are near; 
Between ns lay the trusty lance : 
In motion slow, I made advance; 
Those fearful orbs, in angry b!a?.e, 
My steps aiTest, and fix my gaze, 
And as I watched those glowing eyes, 
Whose rays malignant, varying dyes 
Assumed ; now dark, now brightest red } 
All other objects hid or fled ; 
A savage joy, a wild deaire, 
Rose in my breast, my blood on fire, 
Flowed like hot lava thro' my veins, 
A savage courage, rales and reigns, 
Yea! riots in my heart and soul, 
A moment more, beyond control 
The cow'ring cat with fearful yell, 
And sudden spring regained the dell. 
Then I, from force malignant, freed, 
With famished beast's, ungracions greed, 
Supplied at once, my utmost need ; 
I picked the fragments up in haste. 
And slung the satchel 'round my waist, 
Appeased my thirst from goodly store. 
And filled my can to flowing o'er ; 
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I found the spear too long, by half, 
And gained a way to break the staff i 
For self-defence, in tangled glade, 
A handier brand waa never made ; 
I shoved the boat, with silent oar, 
A little space beyond the shore; 
My pui-pose, should my efforts fdl, 
To ti-ack Sir Arthur and O'Neill, 
Or, thro' the pickets reach the foe. 
With knowledge, worth a mint to know ; 
Keti-ace my steps, and in the night, 
Trast to the boat, for further flight ; 
And now I seek some keep or bay, 
To hide my treasured craft away. 
I think along the dreaiy shore, 
I must have crept a mile or more, 
When snch a shelter, blact with shade, 
Yet, bordering on an open glade, 
My hiding place and harbor made ; 
'Neath blackest shade, the boat I tied 
And left. My every want supplied, 
Water and food at my command, 
A trusty weapon in ray band, 
I songht a passage thro' the reeds, 
Thvo' trailing vines, and tangled weeds. 
Oft forced upon my knees to crawl, 
Till clamb'ring up an earthen wall. 
In height and breadth j'esembling those, 
The northern beaver's haunte disclose, 
I found a pathway, diy and high. 
And o'er my head, the gladsome sky. 
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My spirits buoyei3, my heart elate, 

In sturdy strength, I laughed at fate, 

And half desired my haughty bi'east, 

A toe, my steel and skill to lest. 

Oh ! faithless breast, and veerbg still, 

Lifee weather cock, 'twixt good and ill, 

Pleading in peril or diati-eas, 

For heaven to aid thy helplessness; 

The danger past, the want snpplied, 

The helper spurned, and need denied ; 

Thns conscience chid ray guilty pride ; 

My sorrowing soul, the sin deplored, 

And gi'aee her rule benign, restored ; 

I glanced along the trangkd ground. 

And at a distance scanned a mound ; 

It seemed to be a hidden stone, 

With moss of ages over gi'own, 

To purge of pride, my guilty breast, 

I knelt — my knee that hillock prest ; 

At once an odor foul as death. 

And sicku'ing, almost choked my breath, 

My gaze on sight so loathsome fell, 

I shudder still, the tale to tell ; 

My knee was on a sei-peot's head, 

Hisbeliish jaws wide fiaiing spread. 

His barbed tongne'e incessant play, 

Hissed at each dart, a deadly spray ; 

His dev'lieb eyes were fixed on mine, 

And round one leg his coils entwine ; 

Each moment adds to my distress, 

So tierce the shi'iriking folds oppress. 
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But what is woi'se, beneath my knee, 
His head recedes, 'twill eoon be free ; 
TTncumbered by ray shielding weight, 
His deadly fangs will seal my fate ; 
My soul, the desp'rate hazard weighed, 
And one tremendous effort made ; 
And as my knee depressed the soil, 
The moQSter slacked his rigid coil, 
From my pained limb his folds withdrew. 
And quivering, stretched his length to view ; 
Tho' cringed his sku!l beneath my press. 
And his foul length lay motionless, 
To make assurance doubly sure, 
I reached, my weapon to secure ; 
I touched the shaft with awkward hand, 
And in the ditch upset the brand ; 
I gazed below with eager eyes, 
From where it sank saw bubbles rise : 
The pool was black, as black as night, 
And heft and blade were lost to sight ; 
Whilst still npon my hands and knees, 
I heard a rustling through the trees ; 
Ere on the object 1 could glance — 
Down flat, Sir Arthur ! down at once I 
Shrieked out O'Neill ! a moment more 
Came musket shot, and savage roar ; 
With all the haste I dai-ed to make, 
I crept towards the tangled brake ; 
So dense and close, tlie jungle grew, 
No enti'ance opened to my view ; 
A willow, bending to the ground, 
10* 
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THE F U I A R S C U It S R . 

Was now the only refuge found ; 
Di-agging along upon my breast, 
Beneath its dTOoping bouglis I prised j 
So cloae o'er head the creepers clung, 
So low the pendant branches hung, 
When fifst I entei-ed, not a ray 
Jilam'ed the recess where I lay, 
A little while sufficed to trace. 
Though indistinct, my hiding place : 
Bones and decaying flesh, unclean, 
Where I could see, alone were seen. 
The knowledge filled my soul with care, 
A savage beast's abandoned lair, 
Perhaps the monster's lurking nigh ; 
My foremost impulse was to fly; 
But feai', more fell, of christian men. 
Detained me in the hon'id den ; 
In half the time it takes to tell, 
Yea less, what I relate, befell. 
And all the time, my foes so near, 
Each word they uttered, I could hear ; 
O'Neill's loud call, and musket shot, 
Sir Arthur answered on the spot, 
With sliout of startled teiTor, dead I 
His paws in contact with my head. 
Thank God in Heaven, your aim was true, 
O'Neill replied ; thank heaven and yoti. 
Tour action prompt, a moment staid, 
Tour life the forfeit would have paid. 
Whilst climbing yonder wall of clay, 
A portion 'neath my steps gave way, 
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I dropped my musket in the mire, 
And fearing lest it fail in fire, 
Renewed the powder in the prime ; 
When I the dyke again would climb. 
That savage beast nsmped the path, 
And mutteJ'ing deep his moan of wrath, 
Like cat preparing for a bound, 
Slow sank his body to the gi'ound : 
I took ray aim, but, struck with awe, 
When right in range yout head I saw ; 
My call, a single instant lost, 
We now can eonnt the teai-ful cost ; 
He sprang as dropped your head below, 
And as he sprang, received the blow; 
Tliat instant gave his dying roar, 
Foul beast, your treachery is o'ei' ! 
Though many a painter felt my ball, 
This is the hngest one of all. 
Sir Arthur answered, load at once, 
A beast more huge is in advance, 
I only had a partial view. 
Ton intervening thicket through, 
What seemed his head, I made my Mm, 
Your summons urged a stronger claim ; 
In falling flat upon my face, 
I lost, or else he fled the place ; 
His footprints we are sure to find : 
If ready, keep a space behind, 
^y Bool abandoned all defense, 
Bat power of hearing grew intense, 
Their foot-falls on the yielding sod, 
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Seemed loud aud clear, as if they trod 
On frozen grouad — a bramble broke, 
Alarmed my ear like tbuiidev-stroke ; 
Their whispering conncil, slow and hush. 
Came like a torrent's headlong gush. 
Crept o'er my heart, a chili of fear, 
When spoke Sir Arthur, he is here ! 
The sod is sofc, behold, O'Neill, 
Along the pool the monstei-'s trail, 
See 'neath his weight the ground gave way; 
Yon drooping willow hides the prey. 
This random shot may rouse his ire. 
Else he attack; reserve your fire 
Till I reload — twere best, you know, 
Keep vantage over every foe. 
Jlat lying on my face and hands, 
I heard the hunter's deadly plans. 
Resigned to heaven my hopeless lot. 
Awaited death, nor life besought ; 
A sudden shock my body tui-ned 
Full on ray side, my temples burned, 
The hot blood streaming down my face, 
And near my liead, an open space, 
Where the fierce missile cut its way, 
And ope'd to me unwelcome day ; 
Whilst through the open space I viewed, 
With silent awe, each hunter's mood ; 
His mnsket raised, O'Neill stood by, 
With lips compressed, and fiery eye ; 
Sir Arthur, peering through the sinoke, 
Down on his knoce, but neither spoke. 
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Hia right hand, on the pathway pressed 
Snstained his now recumbent breast, 
His left, with mosket raised on high, 
Like balance swayed against the sky ; 
The hand the Baron's body stayed, 
Was right upon the serpent laid ; 
Though crnehed hie head, to my surprise, 
■Coil after coil began to rise ; 
From wrist to elbow, round and round, 
His sick'ning length, the retJtile wound ; 
His folds, all powerless now to harm, 
Weighed heavy on Sir Arthur's ai'm ; 
He glanced aside, his honld yell. 
Like thunder, shook the gloomy dell ; 
With fearful oath and frantic bound, 
He flung the serpent to the ground, 
Tlieu reeling like a drunken man. 
Back from the loathsome reptile ran ; 
O'Neill beheld his master reel, 
And instant with his iron heel. 
Upon the writhing monster trod, 
Stamping his carcass 'neath the sod, 
Then sought his master's palsied hand, 
And bound the wrist with rigid band, 
Oried, to the pool without delay ! 
We'll wash the soil and slime away ; 
I'll probe the wound, and suck at once, 
The virus ; 'tis your only chance; 
My hand was wounded thus before, 
O'Donnel probed it to tbe core ; 
As childhood's lips with hunger prest, 
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Suck nnrtui-e from the mother's breast, 
His manly lips assaileci with greed 
The wound, until it ceased to bleed, 
And poured at once the healing balm, 
O'er raukliog heart and poisoned palm; 
They sought the pool a step below, 
And bade the cleansing waters flow, 
'Til not a spot, or speck, or stain 
Did on that graceful hand remain ; 
Then both examined round and round. 
But wound or scratch w^ no where found ; 
I would have sworn, Sir Arthur spoke, 
Ifelt his fangs envenomed stroke, 
For rushing wild thro' heart and brain. 
Shot like a dait, a scorching pain, 
As I relaxed my fatal grasp. 
In horror from the deadly asp ; 
Let's leave at once this cursed deli. 
That seems the portico of hell, 
Where noxious rankness rules the scene. 
And every living thing unclean. 
I'll face, if need, an hundred men — 
My ibes — ere I i-etrace this den. 
The gun Sir Arthur cast aside ; 
O'Neill, onee more, with charge supplied, 
And gave his own, of shorter range, 
But weighing less, back in exchange ; 
An instant more, and both were gone 
From sight, and sound — and I alone ; 
Crushed in that den's unhallowed space. 
My life-blood streaming down my face. 
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My hands besmeared with blood and mire, 

My gai'ments fonl'd, my brow on fire 1 

I ci-opt, and in the pitchy pool, 

My head immersed, my biow to cool ; 

In lonely, hopeless agony. 

Then laid me en the brink, to die ; 

Bat forced, so fiercely throbbed my brain, 

To bathe my brow, again, again. 

As if within the wave there lay, 

A charm, to banish pain away, 

And staunch the blood ; it ceased to flow, 

Waxed less and less, the barning glow, 

And hope, within my heart her reign 

Restored, as fled the fiery pain. 

A mirror of the pool I made. 

And in its depth my face surveyed ; 

A line upon my forehead seared, 

As if by burning brand, appeared. 

And in the centre oozing blood, 

An ngly, bloated blister stood ; 

A prickly bramble, seen by chance. 

Supplied me with a needful lanee ; 

On either side a puncture made, 

Another flow of blood essayed ; 

A linen strip lay on the gi'ound. 

That late, the Bai-on's wrist had bound. 

So neai", I reached it wiih my hand, 

And swathed my temples with the band ; 

I purified my hands and clothes, 

And on my feet at last arose, 

To try whatever fate ordain. 
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For life and liberty again. 

I followed close, my foea advance, 

With cautious step and watchful glaucep 

Before, behind, on either side, 

And once I laid me down to hide. 

So true my fancy niled by fear, 

UpoQ the track bade both appear ; 

The way, a ewarapy level ci'osaed, 

Here track and trail at once I lost; 

I shunned each quagmire's gaping ti-ap. 

And crossed, tho' tired without mishap, 

A jungle closed to light of day, 

And seeming trackless barr'd ray way. 

As 'neath its twisted boughs I crawled,. 

There came a sound ray heart appalled ; 

Some beast of prey, my feai's portrayed j 

I glanced behind me, to the glade 

I just had left — Oh I blissful sight, 

That filled my sonl with sweet delight, 

Renewed my hopes, allayed my fears, 

A playful rabbit pricks his ears ; 

The noise, my basty turning made, 

Hia dreaded enemy betrayed, 

I kissed my hand, as if to say, 

Poor thing no harm from me to-day j 

An instaut more, he urged his flight, 

And m the thicket fled my sight. 

The mind alert from slender sign. 

Will things of import, oft divine, 

And I, in pusses presence read. 

Ferocious beasts no more to dread. 
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In haste her foot-ate]!" I pnrKue, 
At eveiy step my hopes renew, 
I trace a track, with award as green, 
And lovely, as an old boreen ; 
Where at each turn, caught nnawares, 
Sometimes alone, and oft in pairs, 
The timid creatures wildered stand, 
Till I might touch tbem with my hand, 
The pleasant path's bewitching calm. 
Like sinful pleasure's poiaon-balm, 
That lures to ruin, lulled to sleep, 
That vigilance, I still should keep; 
Like thunder- stroke, as sudden fell, 
The challange of a sentinel. 
Halt I and your uame, A voice replied, 
St. Clair. The pass — "Lettraitora hide." 
Who follows near ! I deemed to me, 
This challenge came. I just could see, 
The watchful ]>ioket's leveled gun, 
Blight gleaming in the aetting sun ; 
'Tis Shane O'Neill, broke forth St. Claii-, 
I piaced on sentiy in the rear ; 
My purpose, through the lines to steal, 
I now commend your watchful zeal. 
He bade hia orderly advance, 
I, watchful for a friendly chance, 
Within the thicket made my lair, 
Not half a bow shot from St. Clair, 
Who, of the sentinel would know, 
The latest tidings from the foe ; 

e he makes, the guard replied. 
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Close were his wing last eventide, 
Like bended bow in wanior's hand, 
Hia center, on yon hill of sand ; 
His right and left extending near, 
Onr guards their bugles' call could hear ; 
Their center still rests on the height, 
Their wings withdrawn, are lost to eight. 
Go, tell the captain of your band, 
At once, that I, St, Cliiir, command 
He forwai'd here with instant speed, 
Two horeea, saddled for our need. 
At our retarn : Now haste O'Neill, 
The day, too soon, begins to fail, 
Fi-om yonder hill, we yet may gain, 
The knowledge I wonld like attain. 
With throbbing heart, ft-om where I lay, 
I saw my foemen move away ; 
The picket passing to the right, 
"Was in a moment lost to sight. 
Whilst to the fj'ont, and down the vale. 
Set forth Sir Arthur and O'Neill 
I to the left and through the brake, 
King George's hosts and cause foraake. 
And tears of joy within the dell. 
My cheeks bedewed, at my farewell ; 
I kept the thicket's dai'kest sci'een, 
'Til died the day, and etar.i were seen. 
Bat ray more dear than rising star, 
From proud Columbia's hosts of war. 
With ti'ansport filled my soul, as blaze 
An hundred watchfires to my gaze. 
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I hold as nought that biu-ning pain, 

That oft comes throbbing thi'o' my brain, 

My bounding heart's pulsations true, 

I hear- My limbs their strength renew, 

On 1 on I press, nor feel the thora, 

That from my face the flesh has torn, 

Thro' rocky della, I force a pass. 

Turn not, to shun the deep morass ; 

The hill that hides my beacon firea, 

I climb, and not a musole tires, 

Like mountain torrent swelled with rain, 

In headlong haste, I seek the plain; 

Stop not to choose of path or track, 

But seek the nearest bivouac. 

Yet stsud a-baek a narrow spa«e, 

And cried aloud for trace and grace. 

The dells alone repeat the prayer. 

No living soul responded there ; 

I'l'om fire to fire, along the line, 

I turned my gaze to catch some sign 

Of sentinel, the watch-fires' rays. 

Unbroken ever, mocked my gaze. 

Just then upon a summit high, 

A rising beacon caught my eye. 

Broad, bright and glorious spread the bla» 

Like bonfire of my boyhood's days, 

And round that glorious beacon stand, 

Of stalwart forms a goodly band; 

I fixed the distance at a guess. 

To be an English mile or less. 

Like will o-wisps, are hill-top fires 
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At night. Approach the hill retires, 
For lower heights hide in the shade, 
And valleys lie in ambuscade ; 
And toiTente heard, bul all unseen, 
With dangerous tbrd, and deftp ravine. 
May lie with many a mile between, 
Hills, vales and dreary d^ik defiles, 
My journey leogthened luio milen, 
And when at last the hill I gmied. 
Ashes, and smoking brandi lemiined. 
And giant forms half hid in i>loora. 
Whose e^eiy helmet waves a plume, 
I plsdntive iiige my dieai-y need, 
For mercy, le^t, andbuooor, plead, 
I deemed eaoh waiiioi turned at once. 
And bent ou me enquiring glance ; 
Toward the gioup I nearer drew, 
Swore solemn ])light my tale was true, 
And I, ill weapoulesB yon see, 
I raised both hinds and bent my knee 
In dread suspense, and filled with fear, 
My doom, toi life, oi death to hear. 
The autumn mud in htful gale, 
Spoke loud and sad, like funeral wail, 
Revived the embers into flame, 
And filled my soul with woe and shame. 
Dumb, hideous effigies of men. 
In martial ti-appings, mocked my ken, 
In soul-sick angnish, on my face, 
I threw me down, and wept apace. 
How long I lay I ciiunot lell, 
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A sleep and horrid night-mare spell, 

My soul and sense a while enfold 

In agony, I leave nntold ; 

I stalled up ! the hilla around, 

Were echoing back a thundering sound, 

And from my Itpa, unbidden fell, 

Fierce imprecation, death and hell 1 

My dream's, sore agony and fear, 

A dread reality appear, 

And to my anguished soul, the seal 

Of doom, unending doom, reveal ; 

Huge beams, like straws by whirl wind driven, 

In ruin blur the face of heaven ; 

An instant more, like fiery rain, 

Pail, crashing back to earth again. 

Those foul, unsightly effigies. 

Some black with smoke, and some ablaze, 

Each loathsome shape of hell assume, 

Now fiends, now partners of my doom ; 

The twinkling of an eye, unrolled 

This scene of horrors I have told. 

For on the instant, through the smoke 

And fire, like fiend unchained, I broke, 

With long, load yell of fierce despair, 

My garb ablaze, on fire my hair : 

The flaming robe, I from me flung. 

But round my wrist a selvage clung, 

The furious wind the garment spread, 

Like hell's red banner o'er my head. 

To quench my burning locks I strove, 

But hardest of my trials prove, 
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From reoeot wound the band to teav, 
That blood and fire liad welded there 
A diadem of bnrnislied flame, 
Might hell's apostate prince pvoolaim ; 
Whilst my wild shrieks, and frantic pace, 
Bespeak me of that hopeless race. 
A Stern command, like thunder broke, 
From ruined timbers' smoulder ing smoke, 
And fixed me speechless to the spot-, 
" Foul fiend, avaunt I I fear thee not. 
Behold ! my sacred panoply ; 
Thee and thy legions I defy." 
A croas of brilliants, bright as day, 
Reflected baok my bauuer'g ray; 
Such cross the Knights of Malta bore. 
On crest and shield in days of yore, 
Such glorious gems I often soann'd, 
On hilt of proud Sir Arthur's brand : 
The hem gave way, that long confined, 
The garment to my ivrist, the wind 
At once out spread each burning fold, 
It rose on high a sheet of gold, 
Then on the smouldering timbers fell. 
As sank the gale in softer swell. 
From splintered beams, and sable smoke , 
A sudden confiagration broke ; 
And what befoi'e tlie gloom concealed. 
Now bright as iioou day sun revealed ; 
Amid that ruin'd structure there. 
Reclined ray deadly foe, St. Clair ! 
His up-raised hand, the steel enclosed. 
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And hilt and cross to me opposed. 

'Tis he I I muttered, and alone, 

This hour of vengeance will atone, 

Inaalt and suffering — forth at once, 

I seek the else, pvoud man advance. 

I grasped, in rage, a burning brand, 

And for the conflict took my stand ; 

He cried aloud, in Jesus' name, 

Teli what thou art 1 and whence you came 1 

If fiend, flee hence, and ne'er retrn'o, 

If mortal, then thy threat I spurn I 

I flew towards him, filled with rage. 

That, murder only, conld assuage ; 

I swung my blazing club in air, 

War to the death ! I cried, St. Ciau', 

He rEused him not, to shield the blow, 

I dai-e not strike a prostrate foe ; 

He spoke no word — bnt in his hand. 

Held by the naked steel, the brand, 

And kissed the oross oi peace and grace, 

Mate gazing on my frighLful face. 

Arise! proad England's belted knight, 

Arise 1 and God defend the right ; 

Oh 1 wretched man, he cried — Oh '! sight 

Appalling, sad — Oh I piteous plight, 

O'Donnel thou— And still in life ? 

Forbear ! bold man, this sinfol strife. 

Swell not your sins' unshriven roll. 

With murder foul to brand thy aoul ; 

If life and safety be thy aim. 

Not rod revenge, heboid you fl irae I 
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Back from its potent wave relire, 

And view, with awe, my fwueral pyre ; 

Chained in this wreck, to death betrayed, 

No foe I fear, no friend may aid ; 

Few moments fill my measured span, 

May Heaven forgive a sini'ul man. 

And shrive my soul ; as I, St, Clair, 

All men forgive, to mate repair. 

Whilst terror reigned, and rage rnled high, 

1 had not bent a downward eye ; 

Bttt now his speech, reproving, calm. 

Fell on my soul, like sacred balm ; 

I saw what first I failed to see. 

His sore distress and jeopardy. 

Upon one foot Sir Arthur stood, 

The oiher crushed 'twixt beams of wood, 

And wedged eecure ; liis body bent, 

Against a slanting piller leant ; 

Hia helmet still upon his head. 

He seemed at ease, on rugged bed, 

Whilst all below with blood was red ; 

The flaming tempest worked its way. 

Close to the timbers where he lay. 

The heat intense, altho' the wind 

Opposed its course, and pait confined ; 

Impaled upon the burning boom, 

Resigned he lay awaiting doom, 

Spoke no complaint, made no appeal, 

My heart, tho' fire, was not of steel ; 

I flung the deadly club aside, 

To move the beam, in vain I tried. 
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Not twenty men with stvength, unRkill'd, 
That giaut labor had fnllilled ; 
Amid the wreck I moved a'ound, 
A long, stmight, tap'riog ])ole I found, 
Full twenty feet or more in leugtli, 
Of b-OD heft, and stubborn utrengtli ; 
Between my foemau and the flame, 
I found a mortice in the beam ; 
Placed here my lever, as I planned; 
Like boy on laddtr, hand on hand, 
High from tlie ground my body hung, 
And to the end I slowly swung, 
Bat ere I measui'ed half the way, 
Like beam, the pole began to sway ; 
A sudden jerk I and on the ground, 
Beneath the |}ole, myself I found ; 
I sought St. Olair — the limb was free, 
But cruahed from auole to the knee ; 
I bore him from the burning mass. 
And laid him gently on the gi-ass. 
And all the while no word he spoke, 
A single groan the silence broke ; 
His helpless arms, bj either side. 
Fell motionless — bis pulse I tried ; 
Life's subtle index, throbbed not there, 
And thou art dead 1 I cried, St. Clair ; 

Dead ! in thy bitter foes embrace. 
This doth all enmity erase ; 

Soft be thy slumber in the grave, 

Best to thy soul, tlioii waiTior brave ! 

Unbending stern, and ever true, 
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To Erin's faith. St. Clair, adieu. 

Tears came, I tried not to ooDtrol, 

And solemn musings filled my soul, 

And heaven I thanked, whose meroy plann'd, 

From murder fonl to keep my hand. 

It was not theft, it was not gi'eed, 

But want of weapon in my need, 

That from his waist bade me unbind. 

The leathern belt, his brand confined; 

I raised his head against my knee, 

The girdle's buckle 'to get free, 

And pulled the belt, he raised his hand, 

And from the scabbard drew the brand, 

Thank thee O'Neil, he slowly spoke, 

As if from dream he just awoke. 

This ancient usage I would share, 

In common with each sleeping hen-, 

Of our brave founder Hugh St. Clair ; 

Thus when mj spirit shall have fled. 

Replace the hemlet on my head. 

My face towards the East oppc«e. 

Thence Bethlehem's stai- of hope arose; 

Direct my hand, the right, tho' coid, 

As if in life my brand to hold ; 

Some bud or leaf of fragrance rare. 

In honor of our Lady fail", 

Should gi'ace my left; and let it rest. 

In this array, aci'oss my breast — 

Oh ! helpless clay, oh ! faithless mind, 

That racks my soul, and this how blind ; 

Thanks, Hugh O'Donnei for thy deed. 
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Of more thiin mercy in my ueed, 

Helpless and doomed, you etay'd your hand, 

Uplifted — at your foes command; 

And all unsought, with noble gi-ace, 

Redeemed me from that fearful pla<ie ; 

Oh I how shall I that debt atone. 

Thanks I disclaim, and debt disown, 

I sullen spoke ; bad thon been free ; 

A ruthless foe were iound in me, 

A heart of stone, at your distress, 

Woald melt who saw your wretchedness; 

And mine is human, tho' in ire, 

Its coolefit drop is liquid fire ; 

No worthy son of great Hugh Roe, 

E'er trampled on a prostrate foe, 

Or meanly turned an idle ear, 

To humajj siiff'ring, need or fear ; 

Of broad domain and titles reft. 

This honored birthright still is left ; 

Dear as the ajiple of our eye, 

We guard to give, what none may buy, 

But friend and foe, alike aiay claim, 

In oui- great chieftain's honored name. 

He raised his helmet o'er his head, 

I spurn, he cried, gieat chieftain dead! 

Dead do I say — on deathless page 

Emblazoned, wai'tior, patriot, sage; 

I spni-n my own imperfect chart, 

Of that deep sea, the human heart ; 

And homage true, I thee bestow, 

Thou sire of heroes, gi'eat Hugh Roe ! 
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Aud Hugh O'Domiel, hail to thee, 

Fan- scion of a princely tree, 

True type of true nobilHy. 

Go seek — ere darker shadows veil 

The scene; thy kinsman, Shane O'Neill 1 

We songht by sep'rate paths, this height, 

I took the left, and he, the right. 

The wounded Knight turned on his side, 

And raised hie hand, my steps to guide ; 

I followed, where he gave me sign. 

And clambered up a steep indine, 

Each object clearly met my eye, 

As if the sun shone in the sky ; 

Tho' oft there fell a ghastly shade. 

That o'er the scene like specter played, 

When from the burning ruin broke, 

Triamphant waves of sable smoke. 

Whei'e lay St. Clau-, a boy might stand, 

And fling a pebble with his hand. 

To where sad scene, my wand'rings stiud. 

My mission closed, my search repaid; 

Lay on the track as mai-bJe pale, 

The mortal p.»rt of Shane O'Neill, 

The soul to Him, who gave it, fled, 

Its house of clay untenanted, 

Tet, in such order and repair. 

As showed propitious farewell there. 

Flung by the mine's, exploding wrath, 

A beam of timber plowed the path, 

A splint, in passing caught his side. 

And tore an opening deep and wide. 
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O'Neill, well used to ecenea of blood, 
Kuew life was ebbiog' with tbe flood; 
Drew from the wonnd the splint of pine, 
And made a cross of rude deeigu; 
A lock of hair, the eplinters tied, 
And deep with gore, the wood was dyed. 
There on his bai'e and manly breast, 
That holy symbol lay at rest ; 
A smile like childhood's soft repose, 
Serene, o'er all his features glows; 
The fatal beam s^ustMned his head, 
Along its length, his arms were spread. 
There on his fresh made couch of olay, 
In voiceless speech he seemed to say, 
Here, Christ my King, in holy love. 
His servant called, his faith to prove ; 
He]'e on my cross, at his request, 
Pleased with the call, I sink to rest. 
My soul oppressed with woe, my brain. 
From wound and burns, distraught with pain, 
I did not touch his lonely bier, 
Nor shed one tributaiy tear ; 
Forgot a christian's prayer to say. 
But to his matter made my way, 
To him, the tidings would unfold, 
But pent up woe. In wave up rolled. 
And drowned in tears, my troubled tale, 
I only uttered, poor O'Neill. 
Deadl cried St. Clair, the fatal stroke, 
That scathed the willow, fell'd the oak. 
Brave man, farewell ; accept the tear, 
12 



Hostec by Google 



That friendship gives to gild thy bier ; 

Thou model moiiitoi', and guide. 

To see thy lifeless form denied, 

Thy death, untimely, I deplore, 

The wounded Knight, at once I bore. 

And laid hha by hia own command, 

Where he isoold gi'asp the pnlsied hand. 

He gaaed in sorrow on the dead ; 

In silent prayer, be bowed his head, 

Then raised to heayon, his hands on high, 

And fixed bis vision on tho sky ; 

My sinful aoul, 1 bow with awe. 

This scene surpasses nature's law. 

Death, thine, no dreary conquost hei'e. 

The hero triumphs on his bier, 

This cross, bis shield ; his armour faith, 

The Christian warrior conquerd death. 

St. Clair, beside the coi-se reclined, 

And to himself his thoughts confined, 

I, on the other hand in woe. 

Kept silent vigil with my foe. 

My temples buried in ray hands, 

I strove to re-aiTauge my plans. 

But all unfit to boar the straia, 

Tlie mind would loose its grasp again ; 

And like a lost and waud'ring wightj 

In trackless waste at dead of night, 

Who taxed bis failing strength to find, 

The haven pictured to his mind. 

Finds each adventure brings him back, 

More wildered ou liis former track ; 
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So did my every effort end, 

In sorrowing o'er my earliest friend ; 

Aud oft my troubled soul confessed. 

Its agony, and, sad unrest. 

The bm-ning pile, now waned in power 

And darker shadows ruled the hoar, 

My grief, tho' poignant, felt decay, 

For sleep my senaeB stole away, 

When spoke St Olalr, behold the day I 

The tidings broke my troubled dream ; 

I started from the shivered beam. 

And saw the dim and misty rays, 

The Sist — ^retnrning day displays ; 

My kinsman's nei-veless hand I prensed, 

A brief and sad adieu confessed, 

Prayed heaven proud England's path of blood, 

Might fail in i-uin's darker flood. 

Defeat, disaster, flight and shame, 

O'erwhelm her hosts, and cloud her fame. 

I pressed my lipa on thateoM brow, 

And bade the dead, record my vow, 

Whot cause so'eer, what daring band, 

'Gainst perjured England raised the hand, 

That cause was mine, my brothers, those, 

Her frea my friends, her allies foes. 

My blood was np, and thou St. Clair, 

Her minister of ill, beware I 

If yon snrvive, live but to feel, 

If e'er we meet, ray heart is steel, 

This be my witness, that be thine, 

I tore apart the holy sign, 
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That lay across my kinsman's heart j 
I saw St. Clair in horror start, 
I ilnng the wood against his face— 
At such a time, and in ^uch place, 
Oh, deed unblest, the Barou cried, 
Oh, suffering Lord, who for us dyed 
The crosses wood, on Calvary's liill, 
Look mildly down ia mercy still. 
And for this sacrilegious deed, 
Let thine own words of mercy plead ; 
Forgive this man, with many woes 
Distraught ; he knows not what he does 
Reason, by I'age dethroned — restore. 
On heait and sotil iu mercy pour. 
Contritions wave of balm onoo more ; 
Thy ci OSB, I kiss, and thee adore. 
He pressed the croslet's slender tree, 
With revered kiss, and gazed on me. 
That act of iove and prayer, he said, 
Poared coals of shame upon my head, 
My guilty conscience bade me yield. 
But pride, my bane, my bosom steeled, 
And still was master of the field. 
The brighter dawn with crimson ray. 
Now heralded the God of day. 
Whilst conscious guilt compelled me 
The pleading look he bent on me. flee, 
I, glad of pretext, grasped a stave. 
And tnrned around to scoop a grave ; 
The fatal beam that wrought his doom, 
Had partly built its victim's tomb ; 
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The trench it plowed — I made liis bed, 

I Bmootbed the pillow for his head ; 

As beat I could I laid him there. 

Then stole a glance towards St. Clair ; 

He caught ray eye, and instant said, 

Be benediction with the dead ; 

And to the living, lengthened lease 

Of life and health, thro' years of peace. 

Thia deed of chriatian sepuUare, 

By christian hands, will Heaven allure ; 

And aina, tho' fearful in army. 

And number countless, blot away. 

He held to me the crimson gage, 

Of vengeful stiife, flung in my rage. 

Unite again, this sacred sign 

Of peace, of gi'ace, symbol divine; 

Seal of thy sleeping kinsman's faith, 

In life his hope, his shield in death. 

To rob the dead wei-e gilevous ill, 

And of the cross, more grievous still ; 

But sacrilege, that cross to rend. 

The cross of Christ and to what end? 

Reraoree had swelled my heart before, 

But now, the fountain bubbled o'er. 

Obedient to his gi-ave command, 

I took the splinter from his hand ; 

I placed the beam against the post, 

The band that tied the parts was lost ; 

I sought the fillet to regain. 

Searched all ai-ound, searched all in v^n. 

St CMr, my search and purpose guessed, 
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And taking from beneath liia vest, 
A slender cord and silver cross, 
Let this, he said, replace the loss; 
This ci-oBS, my lovely Ellen's care, 
Bestowed at parting ; this, her hair, 
Pressed to his lips the ci-oes aud briud, 
Two ti'uant tears his soul betrayed ; 
Tho' casque of iron cased his heait, 
Betrayed the secret — softer part. 
Twin, symbols of a Saviour's grace, 
I, on my kinsman's bosom place. 
With sorrowing heart and falt'ring hand, 
Hia gi-ave began to fill with sand j 
At the first Bcoop I flung below, 
St. Clair, in cadence sad and slow, 
The sacred Deprofundie sung, 
Intoning in the Latin tongue, 
Then vocal made the morning breeze, 
Chanting the holy litanies ; 
Whilst I, in under tone repeat. 
The pleading soul's responses meet. 
The chant was o'er, my labor done, 
When, clothed in crimson, rose the sun. 
And bathed the hill-top whei'e we lay, 
With pi-omise of a glorious day. 
My puii^ose fixed, my plans were laid, 
To England's foe to flee for aid ; 
But morning's misty mantle still 
Enrobed low vale, and lesser bill; 
And restless there, and racked vidth pain 
I tarried yet, my course to gain. 
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As oft is told in faiiy tale. 
How, when the Geni lifts the veil 
From magic mirror, mortals ga^e, 
On scenes and sights, the soul amaze ; 
So when the vapory veil withdrew, 
Aud hill and plain exposed to view, 
I saw a sight, imposing, gi-and, 
Fair as the scenes of fairy land; 
To me appalling — far and oear, 
Blazed banner, bayonet and spear, 
Hoi-se men and foot, in proud array, 
The British host before me lay ; 
Look to the West — I raised my hand. 
Behold, St. Clair I thy whole command 5 
Too late ! he cried, the die is cast, 
Lost is our latest chance, and last: 
The gem is i-eft from England's crown, 
In tiai'k defeat, bei' sun goes down ; 
Down, let her cause and cohorts go, 
I ci'ied ; in ruin, shame and woe, 
Down ! Alb o s ] Ic and freedom's foe, 
Down, leepinls lien, drunk with blood, 
Of ma tyre^ a ts to long she's stood, 
In power t, ft ny sublime ; 
Mammo he God her incense crime. 
Her altsrs, reared on kingdoms' graves, 
Her victims, and her votaries slaves, 
Crushed human heju'ts her sacrifice. 
And she hei-self, high priest of lies ; 
I shook my fist against the sky, 
And ye, her minions I defy. 
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My hour of vengence I pm-sue 
Unfaltering still. St. Clair, adiea. 
Stay! cried the Baron, madman, stay ! 
Nor vainly throw thy life away, 
"Where dost thon purjjose hence to go'! 
Where, but to England's conquering foe ; 
Where freemen battle for the right, 
'Gainst hireling slaves, I go to iight. 
Oh I wi'et-ehed man I'etm-ned St. Claji-, 
Thy more than reckless risk forbear, 
Those you wocld seek you cannot iind; 
Or, if some followers lurk behind, 
These are in every camp the worst, 
Maraudei^s fierce, and thieves accurst, 
All cowardly, cruel. What thou'st said 
I bury with thy kinsman dead. 
Partners in pain, our feud erase, 
And of thy generous aid — and grace, 
Bestowed thy Chief in direst need ; 
In council, I thy cause shall plead, 
And OK the honor of a Knight, 
Restore thy soldier's rank and li^ht, 
Yea more, to thy Brigade pioclaim. 
The wrong was mine, and mine the hh imo, 
— See muffled in that cloud of sand, 
A force of rebel horse at hand, 
Take these, and seek tlie Biitish host. 
He sought hia tablets, they were lost; 
Lost all his records; from its place, 
He drew his watch, and ope'd the case, 
And on the inner plate of gold, 
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With pen of Hteel his message told. 
This to ray first Lieutenent show ; 
1, to thy-self, the toy bestow, 
To me the jeweled gift he tost, 
Leave me at once, or both are lost, 
I wavered still — that instant broke 
A volley fierce, thro' flame and smoke. 
Our foremost musketeers had laid. 
For these rough riders, ambuscade ; 
But eand and dust, in airy speed, 
Had far outstripped the fastest steed, 
And all too soon the volley epecl. 
The foremost rider's hoj'se fell dead. 
Beside St. CJair; then slaughter j-ed, 
With vengeful hand her baoDer spread. 
Like holt of death shot from the how, 
The hoi'semen hnr\ them on the foe, 
Down the deflle> and rugged road. 
Ere one in ten their guns reload, 
Like tempest thunder on their flank. 
Like whirlwind sweep their closer rank ; 
Cut thro' the stunn'd, disordered mass, 
Beyond the gorge's narrow paes, 
Then wheeling on the open plain, 
Charge with a cheer, the dell ag^n. 
The braver few in order close, 
And gallantly their course oppose, 
By blow, by bayonet and ball; 
Three riders with their horses fall ; 
But the fierce press that swells below, 
Tramps fallen friend and reckless foe. 
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Broad sword and saber hew their way, 
Steeds crush the dying where they lay, 
The braver few that boldly stay, 
The baser throng that runi? fiway ; 
All, all with usury repay, 
The levy of the opening fi'ay. 
Four horsemen fell, whilst of our band, 
Four score and ten who ambush plann'd, 
And ill-advised, invoked the strife, 
Three only barely 'scaped with life, 
And all were maimed ; filled with amaze, 
I on the conflict fixed my jt^ze. 
Forgetting tha^ I trod the edge 
Of torrent's biink, on crumbling ledge j 
I missed a etep, and backward sank, 
Then a!l,-for many weeks is blank. 
The soldier pansed a little here, 
Stopped by the chasm in his career : 
Wiped with his sleeve the drops of spray. 
That on his swarthy fon'ebead lay ; 
Rose from his seat, j-emoved his coat, 
And took the collar off his throat ; 
As if the coat were cloth of gold. 
Or robe of state, he pressed ea«h fold, 
Each wrinkle smoothed, in order fair. 
Then graced once more his vacant chair, 
I said that weeks had eome and passed. 
And I nnconseious ; when at last 
The dormant mind, its powers renewed, 
There, Hugh O'Donnel, near me stood, 
j^nd gazed in silence on my face. 
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With anxious look — I scanned the place. 

There shone the window, barred and high, 

But open else, to air and sky ; 

The open door, a space ajar, 

I know those iron studs, and bar ; 

I tarned my gaze along the floor, 

And traced the outlines of the door ; 

This ia the self-same prison ceil, 

And here my former sentinel ; 

And I, as on thai fata! day, 

Save that upon a, cot I lay 

Unmauacled — in durance still ; 

Through all my being, shot a thiill 

Of deepest anguish, di'ead and shame, 

The doom is i-eal, the rest a di'eam ; 

I screamed in terror — Where am I? 

The sentinel made no reply ; 

I raised me up — Where is St. Clair ? 

And Shane O'Neill 1 Oh I tell me where t 

He bent and whispered io my eai', 

Namesate and comrade, nothing fear, 

The woi^t is past; from jeopardie. 

Of doom 'ind lever thou art free; 

I am tl y n se tl s thy old cell, 

St. CI 3 1 o what befell 

Thy km m n fe ave I cannot tell, 

His fo me c m a les all but me, 

In thy 1 j,u he thy kinsman see ; 

And pity shattered Shane O'Keill, 

'Twei'e dangerous yet to lift the veil, 

He laid me down and bade me keep, 
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The secret safe and try to aleep, 
Then hailed a comrade as he passed, 
O'NeUi, Is now himself at last 
Indignant at the guile, I cried. 
My honored name I ne'er denied; 
He closed the door against the gnaud. 
And in the cell the portal barred ; 
Grasped where I lay my wasted hand, 
And farther speech and pi-otest bannd } 
Told how he found me where I lay, 
The evening of that fatal day, 
That saw St. CJair, a prisoner made, 
My head and hands and features flayed, 
My body bruised, bereft of mind. 
Breathing, but helpless mute and blind. 
How all my comrades scann'd me well, 
But none my name or rank oould tell, 
nil they had raised me from the gi'oand ; 
When, where I fell a watch was found. 
Sir Arthur's arms and ancient ciest, 
EmboKsed with gold their gaze arrest, 
Then all araaaed, with pity had, 
In me, the wreck of Shane ONeill. 
Spoke of that band with rapine red, 
Still mourning o'er their comrade dead ; 
Deeming me shot, consign theii' foe, 
To regions of nnending woe. 
And seeking still the helping hand, 
That foiled their deed of murder plann'd. 
If found unpitying fate prevails, 
I'heir motto, " dead men tell no tales :" 
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Till we can counsel with St Claiv, 

Let no one else the secret share, 

Comrade 1 he cried, 'tia almost night. 

Dost thon assent, I gave my plight. 

He shook my hand with friendly press, 

Then raii^ed me np, ray wounds to dress, 

iMy lips with fitting nurture fed ; 

Then smoothed my pillow and my bed. 

The bngle'i mellow notes arose. 

Proclaiming evening's blest repose, 

To Christian hearts in every clime, 

That bugle call, or holier chime. 

Of bells, in high cathedral tower, 

Proclaima our Lady's vesper hour; 

In peace — the prince and peasant kneel, 

Obedient to the hallowed peal, 

Mother and child, like bud and blow, 

That with heaven's fragi'ant dews o'er flow, 

^nd droop in sweetness; at the sonnd, 

In lowSy meekness kiss the ground, 

In homage to a brighter flower, 

The Regal Rose of Sharon's bower. 

The sailor on the deep, deep, sea, 

That emblem of eternity ; 

From his heart's ocean culls a gem. 

To gi'ace his Lady's diadem. 

The soldier mid the battle's blaze, 

His heart and helmet both will raise, 

Blots from his mind death's harvest field. 

By wars rude husbandly assailed ; 

Its golden grain with blood defiled, 
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And sheaf and shock in ruin pilei] ; 

His soul upraised, will mutely trace, 

Great Gabriel's words of woiiderous grace, 

And bend like him, the willing knee, 

To Mary; maid of Galilee. 

And I, a wav'ring wandering child, 

My sonl with guilt of years defiled; 

What could a son so faithless, bring 

Bankrupt in worthy offering. 

To purity's eternal sprinij: 

Flower of all flowers of fragrance Queen, 

Bright ocean star of ray serene. 

Fountain of pity, that o'er flows, 

With wave of balm for human woes ; 

A wounded heart I brought to thee, 

Fond filial love, true fealty 

Renewed — -in suffering sanctified. 

Repentant tears, and wounded pride ; 

But enemies stole unawares. 

And o'er the fallow scattered lares, 

The good, a stunted crop is found, 

The tares in rankest growth abound. 

I clofied my eyes, and tried to raise, 

My grateful sonl in silent praise ; 

To God's Omniscient care resigned. 

The hopes and fears that moved my mind ; 

Resolved no more in vain complaint, 

His will oppose, lest I should feint. 

Or fail in strength, I humbly prayed. 

Our blessed Mother's loving aid. 

Then tyrant nature rose in might. 
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FoTOed reason fi'om her throne of light, 

Took of her fair domain control, 

And chained in sleep my captive soul. 

Yet, left as nuite a royal ward. 

Of gentle friends, an honoi'ed guard ; 

Bnt eve]'y portal tripjjie bai'r'd. 

The soldier paused and I'aoged his eye, 

Aronnd the hoard as if to pry. 

Within each aiieut listener's breast, 

If f^th or doubt, their looks confessed, 

From every eye assm-iog rays, 

Of trust confiding, blessed hia gaze ; 

The iron sternness of bis face. 

Seemed solSening into lines of grace, 

And happier thoughts his mind beguile. 

His lips ai'e melting with a smile 

He ti'ies to sti'angle, bnt in vain, 

And thus pursues his tale again : 

My gentle friends will pardon me, 

This unbecoming levity ; 

For as they met my mortal eyes, 

On memory's mirror scenes arise. 

The sweet and sad, the gi'ave and gay, 

And on the heart's ^olien pl»y. 

Woe sweeps the eti'uigs, whilst folly weits, 

The opening of the wizard gates. 

To trill the choj-ds that grief vibrates, 

Such scenes I fain wonld pass aside, 

To bridge my story's gap, I tried ; 

But still I see that ragged band. 

And hear their leader's mock command. 
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Comi'ade ! broke forth the stranger youth, 
Thy tale is strange, none doubts ite truth ; 
Its 8t«rner trisJe woke our feai'e. 
Its dai'ker sorrows, claimed our t^ars ; 
Those lighter scenes, of liv'lier cheer, 
Comrade, awake ! we wait to hear. 
He gleans from all approving smiles, 
Aad thus the wintiy day heguilea : 
The snn toward the west iiiolined, 
Ere sleep, her lengthened rale resigned. 
And I awoke, from sulfei'ing free, 
Blessed by the sweet eaptivity ; 
Awoke to wonder, how the day, 
Had, whilst I slumbered, passed away ! 
I deemed I heard the sentry's tread. 
And to the door I turned my head, 
The profile of a human face, 
Prised to the jamb, at once I traee, 
The head, decked in fantastic style, 
The features, warped in iiiimy smile. 
The only eye that I could see. 
Bent ou my face, aud lit with glee, 
And twinkling, like a frosty star. 
He broke the silence. Powei^s of war ! 
Who e'er beheld so sweet a face, 
Adorned with sucii becoming grace. 
Oonu'adea ! he turned his head aside, 
And to his boon companions cried, 
Then in the chamber took his stand, 
And introduued his motley band. 
In siugie file. lie nnraed them o'er, 
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Each name a heathen God's of yore ; 
With Jupit«i', the roll began, 
In order of saecessioo ran j 
Of deities, a decade named, 
Cupid, with wings, himself proclaimed, 
Spread pinions of his tattered clothes. 
From all the crew a cheer arose. 
Still one, a giant, stood behind, 
His name and viitues undefined. 
An iron pot his head adorns, 
On eithei' aide rose bullock's horns ; 
A mask of crape o'erspread his face, 
And in his hand he held a mace. 
Leaned on a staff, with triple prong. 
And sung in doleful tones, a song ; 
His comrades swelled this ohorus strson; 
To every stanzas last refrain ; 
John Bull, my cousin, rao away, 
Yankee doodle dandy ; 
And left the devil here to pay — 
Singing, sweets of candy — 
The song and singers all disclose, 
Theh sympathy with England's foes. 
I questioned not, the truth to ken. 
That these were Yankee bummer-men ; 
A I'aoe tbrowai up by war's wild tide, 
Oft stranded, as the waves sabside ; 
The scum aud dregs, and putild rack, 
That mark its devastating track ; 
Fierce wolves by night, foxes by day, 
On friend and foe, alike thoy prey, 
13* 
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The needy rob, the weak oppress, 

Aiid glory in each vile excess. 

Cupid, the leader of the band, 

As sign of silence, raised his band. 

And when they hushed their lond acclaim, 

Bade me unfold my rank and name. 

In tones assumed, but sharp and stern, 

Their cause and calling I would leai'u ; 

The spokesman gave me back reply — 

Our cause is great — our calling high ; 

Freedom's evangelists ai'e we, 

In days of ancient chivalry, 

Knights eiTant hight ; this iron age, 

Slighting our honored heritage 

And high renown, basely requites 

Om- deeds, and names us erring knights ; 

We vigils keep, like monks of old, 

But love to prey on beads of gold ; 

The ri^d i-ules of cannon law, 

Inspu-e om- brotherhood with awe. 

Our fastings moi-tify the man, 

Against our feasting there is bann. 

Where mammon gUds the house of sin, 

The yolden angels woo us iu; 

The callous rich we oft pei-suade, 

Om' weary pilgrimage's aid, 

With subtle ^poijife, we move the soul, 

That alms denied to give the whole, 

We clothe the naked — ^from the hook 

Where long it hung, my coat he took, 

And gave it to hia comrade Mar ; 
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Said, this beoomea the God of war, 
We feed the hungry without fee, 
Turn roniid your radiant face and see; 
I turned around upon a board, 
Beside my cot were viands stored. 
Left there by ftleudly hand unknown, 
When slumber claimed me ae her own, 
Like hnngiy wolves, as tierce and fast, 
Of all my store they made repast. 
Nor left for me the smallest ci-amb; 
I turned away appaD'd and dumb, 
Cursed in my heart that cruel band, 
When on my head was placed a hand, 
Blest mortal tiiou who feasts the Gods, 
Jove crowns thee kiug in land of nods. 
And he, our potentate of lies, 
That England's Gteorge did canonize, 
Proclaims, thy flesh unknown to taint, 
And thee oiu- tutelary saint; 
St. Bummer's name, the roll adorns, 
Behold ! the Bull — in yonder horns, 
In pain I turned my head aside. 
Peace, great celestial peace, he cried 1 
Then from my head the band untied, 
And to his rufdan ragged crew, 
Sir Arthur's watch exposed to view; 
Its chain of gold and ruby seal, 
I deemed he said an idle talei 
That proverb in my youth I read, 
"The toad has jewels in his head;" 
Time's golden dial proves that ti'uth, 
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Which I held fable in my youth ; 

He placed the watoh against his ear, 

A tapster's motto, no tick, here, 

8t, Clair's armorial beaiinga met, 

His gaze, by jove a coronet. 

Of great Sir John, of high renown. 

No kin; I'll bet a British oi-owii ? 

Palstaff in strategy woald lie, 

Pierced with his wit, his foes would die ; 

Dl-tempered blades are seldom bright, 

And duUnesH still beloags by right 

Of nature, to an ill stai-'d night; 

I closed my eyes, repose in sleep. 

He cried, the Gods thy watch will keep. 

Thou dimi-dandy — lying Ood, 

Great monaroh in the land of nod, 

We leave thee in thy royal ease. 

Blest with thy body guard of fleas. 

When his rude homily was o'er; 

Bia comrades ivakened such a roar, 

Hip, hip Hui-rah! cheer after cheer. 

As pierced the sovil, and pained the eai', 

And made the empty walls reply, 

In echo to the horrid cry. 

The noisy wave had spent its force, 

When othei- cry, less loud, less hoarse, 

From distant chamber rose on high. 

But this was pleading plaintive cry, 

Hai'k ! Cupid cried, a lady caUs, 

Immured within these dreary halls ; 

Flee Mercury on wmga of fear, 
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And guide the lovely captive here, 

We'll have the ransomed damosel, 

Before the Gods her tortui'e tell. 

He turned to me, Juatice is blind, 

Should we a second Blue Beai'd find — 

Ho, Ho ! a man, the jester esid, 

Ae Billy Milbank showed his head ; 

His ancle clitsped with u'on band. 

The clanking chain, borne in his hand. 

Both fat and sleek with food and ease, 

But weak and trembling at the knees. 

He gazed in terror round the room, 

AwMting, silently, his doom. 

Till Cupid, bowing with mock gi-aoe, 

Cried, " Morning, Mr. Boniface ;" 

You keep a w:itch and chain, I see. 

Good time, and honest company. 

A trampet, on the instant hoard, 

With hoarse command — Turn out the guHi'd ! 

At once, the comedy out short, 

And teri'or took the place of sport; 

Each ruffian-hand his mask withdrew, 

And villainy stood full in view. 

Theft, arsoi], japine, murder fell, 

And oowai'd; wi-it indelible 

On every face, with bnrning brand. 

Stand I at yoar deadly peril, stand 1 

Who moves a foot, I seal his doom ! 

The speaker strode within the room ; 

A huge horse pistol graced hia hand, 

The right one grasped it heavy brand. 
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Hia auii-bumt face and martial a 

Proclaim tlje veterau hero there. 

The ruffian band, o'eraweii, 

The mandate at em, at once obeyed ; 

On me his piercing glances feU, 

Who, here, tliig soldier's rank can tell '1 

My old tormentor broke again. 

Great Kniglit of Night-caps, Barren Brain t 

He Bti-uek Lhe speaker with his sword, 

But with f:he flat : another word. 

Foul jester, and to thee I serve 

The felon doom, you well deserve. 

Milbank — mute, ti'embliug, turned aside, 

As ffom the sti'aiiger's gaze lo hide ; 

Bnt with stern word, and piercing glance. 

He bade him publish forth at once. 

My rank and name. With down east eye, 

He spoke—Sir Arthui^'s orderly, 

Known in the ranks as Shaue O'Neill, 

And who art thoo ? At this appeal, 

Like aspen leaf my comrade shook. 

Dismay oppressed hia downuajst look. 

His palsied tongue refused to tell ; 

I felt my heart with pity swell. 

'Tia Milbank, di'umnaer in the band, 

Ai'rested by St. Claii''s command, 

I made reply ; and doomed to mourn, 

In durance, till St. Clair'a return. 

If e'er he come, a sadder lot, 

Tlie wretched man will then be ahot. 

Ah ! i-iiffian Milbank, I proclaim 
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An instant doom, with deeper shame ; 
Foul murderer I a felon's doom, 
Will be thy herald to the tomb, 
Prepare to meet thy damning fate, 
Prepare tliy guilt to expiate ; 
Prepare thy souJ, thy j'ace is run, 
Thou mnrderer of the widow's son ; 
See his avenger — Mavion. 
Beg HeaPen's forgiveness, bend the knee, 
Thoa'lt hang upon the nearest tree. 
Inhuman monster ! mother earth. 
That yon've polluted since your birth. 
Now spurns yon from her injured breast, 
Denies your reeking vileness rest ; 
Denie« thy carcass coach of clay, 
And leaves thee naked, to decay — 
Where hnngi-y vultures, fierce and lean, 
May batten on yoar flesh unclean. 
Milbank had fallen flat with fear, 
Foul birds of kin, take him from here, 
Swing him aloft, 'twixt earth and sky, 
I'll view, myself, the villiun die. 
Thou, Mickey Free, and scarce less vile, 
Art hangman — wake a jest or smile, 
Or word, from all thy villain ci-ew. 
Of levity, by all that's true 
And sacred, thou shalt get thj due. 
Bear the offensive bi-ute away. 
Five minntea will suffice to pray ; 
Then hang the wolf. By vei-y force 
They bore him — like a helpless corse ; 
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Heart sick, I tnrned my head away, 

My watch npon my pillow lay ; 

But by what power, or magic spell. 

To me restored, I ne'er could tell. 

Soon as the wcrlt of death was done,. 

Returned alone, bold Marion ; 

Aad said by fortunes fitfnl scale, 

Thou ai-t a prisoner here, O'NeOl,. 

And subject to each let arid bar^ 

Of callous nnrelenting war. 

Pledge me a soldier's honor fair, 

That thou will not from hence repairj 

Nor ought, that you may hap to know. 

Would vantage give my country's foe 

Yon tell, till thou hast my command, 

Or peace hua bleat our harrasa'd land 5 

This ratify, and on parole. 

When health pennits without control. 

Yon wander free, within such bounds. 

As circle of a mile surrounds; 

The centre liere. I blessed the boon, 

And ratified tlie pledge full soon. 

One hundred jjounds the promised prize, 

Is thine : This paper certifies 

The rnfliana end, and by whose aid 

Came retribution long delayed- 

That yovith, a widowed mother's piide, 

Where Marion went was by bis side, 

On peril's path, on toilsome ride, 

Death only did our course divide ; 

By strategy decoyed — betrayed 
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To oviiel death — uiiSt to aid, 
And left for dearl, hia comrade saw 
IVKlbaiik, bis i-uffinn dagger dmw, 
And in the life bU od foully apilt, 
I^ave his vile hands, oh '. deed of gnilt : 
Sach waK his wounded comrade's tale, 
Alas, to late came Shane O'Neill, 
The orderly of stem St Clair, 
And poured the balm of mercy there ; 
But all too late : death's dread eoHpse, 
Had sealed for aye those truthful lips. 
He grasped my hand, yes, comrade brave, 
Ton gave my boy a soldier's grave, 
The desolate, the deed shall know, 
A deed heroic in rt foe ; 
And heaven who hears that mothei-'s wail, 
Will thee I'eward, Adieu O'Neill. 
Ere I oould speak, ho fled the place, 
I never since beheld his faee ; 
But owned his bounty, shared his care. 
Mid scenes that eJse had wrought despair. 
Kind friends, the soldier sofUy cries, 
My tedious tale, thy patience tries. 
But I approach ite welcome close, 
How on the ship my quarrel rose, 
My latest pei'il, by the aid, 
Of my young comrade well poi-trayed. 
Oh I had the veteran acann'd each maid. 
Or gazed apon the Matron's face, 
Where tears, like rain drops flowed a pace, 
Those heart's pure tribute, bright and warm, 
14 
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Might well his idle feai-s disarm. 
At last fond peace with angel wand, 
Brought blessings to this bleeding land, 
Wept o'er the brave — immoital now, 
Wreathed chapleta for the victor's brow, 
And poured sweet balm the wonnds to heal, 
Wrought by war's rugged hand of steel ; 
And England's last and shattered band. 
Bade fai'ewell to the rescued land ; 
My self among the reckless few. 
That latest bade the shores adien : 
But now compelled by cruel fate, 
With fiends in human shape, to mate ; 
Who, when the soul so much in need. 
Of heavenly aid, for aid would plead; 
My breast was wounded with foul ray 
Of mocking jest, and blasphemy: 
Now common sport of lawless rule. 
Called black O'Neill, through ridicnle ; 
Till on that day, these hounds of hell, 
Their former orgies far etcell. 
Decking an image meant to scorn, 
The Mother, by whom Christ was born ! 
Mock woi-shippers with tongues UQcIean, 
Intoned a psalmody obscene ; 
By well laid plans, myself beguiled. 
My ears were with tbe sounds defiled, 
But when I learned the impoit drear, 
'Twas more than Christian flesh conld bear. 
I felled the foremost with my hand. 
And tri^mpling o'er the prostrate band; 
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Tore from its place the effigy, 
Aud blood besmeared the living lie, 
And stained my hsndfi ; a saber lay 
At hand, with which I forced my way 
Among ray foes ; 'tUI sorely prest, 
1 gained the deck ; yon know the rest 
Kind friends, if yet a aoldiei^'a tale, 
Has not removed the rayetio veil, 
That wed my name with Shane O'Neill; 
Still other proofs I may explore : 
They all reply, we ^k no more. 
And on that swart and nigged face, 
Each 'gan some comeliness to trace ; 
Foot prints, tho' fiunt, of former grace. 
The shepherd bai-d now joins the band, 
CDonnel grasps his proffered hand. 
The gi-ateful soldier's rongh address, 
And hearty grasp his thanks express : 
Saved by thy courage, strength and skill, 
Mid unseen perils of the hill, 
"VVTiere I, all helpless made my iair. 
You staked your life to reach me there, 
Yon pitying heaven's auxOary, 
Without whose aid I soon must die ; 
Long may your manly bosom glow, 
In triumph over every foe, 
Temptation, trial, hazard pain. 
If these ^saU, may thou sustain. 
Each dread assault, the victor still 
O'er self, and eveiy lesser ill. 
To this brave youth my life I owe. 
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And here ray grateful thaoks beatOAr. 
Such praise, the shepherd blushed to hear, 
But sweet it fell on Ellen's ear, 
And deep within her partial bi'east, 
She treasured all ; and mutely blessed, 
The rugged lips, that thus approve 
Her heart's deal' idol — such is love. 
The youthful guest unsheathed the sword, 
And o'er the glittering legend por'd 
In silence : fram the record thei'e, 
Read, " Arthui- Bolingbroke St. Clair. 
To Hugh O'Donnel, once his foe. 
Bight worthy son of great Hugh Roe, 
In thy true hand, this virgin blade, 
Will shield the weak, the helpless aid, 
The right defend, the wrong oppose, 
Till justice triumphs o'er her foes ; 
And joy, and peace, and freedom smile, 
On lovely Erin's faithful isle ; 
Gro I soioD of a princely tree, 
F^r type of true nobility, 
Thy ancestor's renown, restore 
Back to thy native Goreymore." 
Whilst thus he read the legend's close. 
His swellmg breast with care o'er flows, 
Dark shadows former joy control, 
And sad misgivings till his soul ; 
Comrade, he cried I is he whose praise, 
Shines in the legend's golden blaze. 
On this ti-ue blade's unsiillied steel ; 
Is ho alive, in woe or weal 1 
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Does home's sweet sanctity once more, 
The wanderer bleas by Goreymore ; 
Or victim of a victor band, 
Fills he a grave in foreign lami? 
He was ray friend ; ait thou his mate ? 
I hold hiB brand, declare his fate. 
That speech, !ike sudden thunder-stroke ; 
The soldier's sterner mien awoke, 
He stai-ted, instant from his chau*, 
And on the stripling fixed his glare j 
Anger, resentment, rage amsze I 
Like lightning from his eye balls blaae, 
And like that fatal dread repose. 
The sei'pent raund his victim throws ; 
Matron and maids spell-bound arise, 
Attracted by thoae flashing eyes. 
First 1 rash inquisitor, proclaim 1 
The soldier harshly spoke, thy name. 
With instant speech the youth replies. 
Defiance flashing from his eyes, 
Companions' tongues too partial still. 
Named me the boy of Bunker Hill. 
The soldier from the youth withdrew. 
Those fiercer rays that looked bim thi'o', 
With milder mien, but steadfast gaze, 
Prom head to foot the youth aui'veys; 
Ob ! dull of heart, he cried, and smiled, 
It is my fMr hei-oic child, 
His gallant form, his comely face. 
He op'ed his aims in fond embrace; 
Back from his reach the youth recoiled, 
I4« 
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Avaunt ! dread man, thy guile ia foiled, 
Base counterfeit, back I oommand 1 
Or feel the vengence of this brand. 
The angry steel in light Liisplayed, 
The eoldie]' saw and stood dismayed: 
Then fnrther from the youth withdrew ; 
Veiled with both hands his face from view. 
His giaut breast like billows high 
In tempest, heaveci in agony ; 
And tears, like summer's sudden rain, 
That face of bronze suffused amsun, 
Til! heai-tSj so late by teri-or swayed, 
With tears, a pitying tribute paid. 
Like dew drops on the fragrant rose. 
The tender- tear that sweetly flows, 
From lovely woman's pitying eye, 
And sweetly fragrant her solt sigh; 
As that pure incense homo aroand, 
On summer gales, where blooms abound. 
But man, stem man, by nature mde. 
His fiercer soul with fire imbnedi 
Hia breast encased in stnbhorn mail. 
His sigh, sounds like the tempest's wail, 
When mighty ships in roin cast, 
Lie stranded by the ruthless blast ; 
And manhood's teaw^, if tears he shed, 
Lite wave of fire on Hecla's head. 
Gush op in furious fitful throws 
To war, with his eternal snows. 
Such war of natm'e here behold. 
In this stei'u man by grief controll'd ; 
He matters in his wretched need, 
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Oh I this is misery iudeed. 

Is the proud oak so sadly riven, 

So blasted by the bolts of heaven? 

That those fah' vines that round it sprung, 

And 'moiig its loliage twined and clung. 

And owned its summer's sheltering stay, 

Turn from the leafless trunk away ; 

He raised his hands that veiled hia face, 

My ei'ring child, seest thou no trace. 

No record, be it e'er so slight ; 

No ray undimuaed, of former light t 

Scan these warped features once again, 

Li mercy scan. Bold man ! in vain 

You urge vile strategy, as well 

Call dai'kneaa light; not heaven to hell, 

So much unlike as he you try, 

To counterfeit ; thou living lie. 

The soldier flung his vest away. 

And knelt him down as if to pray; 

The inner garment that he wore, 

Back from, his swelling bosom tore, 

Bright in the sunbeam's parting glow, 

That bosom shone, and white as snow, 

And fair porLi'ayed with varied dye, 

The sacred scene of Calvai-y. 

The holy cross raised on the hiil. 

The Savior crowned, and bleeding etill ; 

The Mother- whelm'd in woe profound, 

Her soul in deepest anguish di'own'd, 

And Magdalen, her arms around 

The sacred wood, in sorrow's sea, 

Immei'scd, clings to the hallowed tree. 
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A wreath of Sliararocks traced with skill, 
Seems clingiDg to the nigged hill ; 
Within its circle fair to view, 
Was writ in letters red and blue, 
Hugh Roe O'Donue! ©f the glen. 
In holy faith of Chriet, Amen. 
Bear witness heaven, I speak the truth, 
The soldier cried, strike ardent youth, 
In mercy strike, oh why delay, 
Behold I I turn my head away, 
Yea, fi'om thy gaze my soul disguise, 
The gates are shut: he closed his eyra. 
The setting sun in wann fai-ewell, 
Against that swarthy visage fell; 
And on the whitewashed wall in view, 
A welt proportioned portrait threw; 
Where lines of beauty, curves of grace, 
All harmonize without one trace, 
Of rude relentless blighting war, 
Its manly comeliness to mar ; 
Strook by that picture on the wall, 
The youth his naked brand let fall; 
For in that graceful shadowed head, 
He sees a spectre from the dead. 
The gentle Maiy standing near. 
The kueeling man, and pale with fear; 
Fii-st on his i-ayless visage gazed, 
Then on his heaving breast : Amazed, 
She scanned each scene of sacred woe, 
Explored the circling wreath below, 
Oh bliss of bliss, where hope was none ; 
That seal has recognition won. 
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Silent, as falls Uie modest beam, 
Of night's fair queen on tvoubled stream ; 
Changing its turbid i-eatless flow, 
To silver wave's j-efnlgeiit glow ; 
On that vexed bosom sank the maid j 
On his rough cheek her own she laid j 
My father, Oh ! my father dear, 
Broke on the soldier's startled ear ; 
InstiQotive closed the tatlier's arms, 
Aroond his daughter's faultless charms ; 
Her gushing teai's of tender joy 
Commingling with the dark alloy, 
Of anguished breast's up-welling woe, 
Bid wave from brighter ioiintain flow ; 
He feels her breath, a scented gale. 
And warm — his suiibucnt cheek assail; 
He hears her sobs of rapture start, 
Mai'ks each pulsation of her heart, 
Enti'anced, bewildered, motionless, 
He feai-e it all a dream of bliss ; 
Till Mary, gazing in his eyes. 
Fond memory's missing link supplies, 
And in the maiden's matchless grace. 
Beholds sweet childhood's angel face. 
Of eveiy darksome doubt beguiled; 
He cries, my own my darling child: 
Treasure of treasures, hope and pride. 
Thus closed on rude Glentogher's side, 
Our tale at holy Christmas tide. 

EMD OF THIiiD OANTO. 
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THE FRIAR'S CTIRSE— CANTO FOURTH. 



Dear to tho muse when unuoati-oll'd, 
'Mid will] Gleiilogher's mountain hold, 
Stern winter, with his stubborn train 
Of followers, riote in hie reign ; 
Pouring in recklesB sport hia wrath, 
Round 'late<3 traveler's wildered path. 
Who worn and weak on Cloglian high, 
Beholds the storm-king's revehy. 
Dear then to her at close of day, 
To steal to mountain cot away ; 
To list the legends travelers tell, 
Who wildered in the mountain dell. 
Find shelter in the peagant's home. 
Yet dearer etill, when she can roam, 
Lite buttei-fly, from fiower to flower, 
When summer mild, with magio power, 
Her scepter sways, and dell and gi'ove, 
Ring vocal with the voice of love ; 
And Fairy Glena, whose vesture sheen. 
Of velvet moss and ivy green, 
With fragrant Piimroee soft and bright. 
Refulgent glows : 'tis her delight. 
To wander with the balmy breeze. 
On fairy wings, 'neath shady trees ; 
To list the tales that lovers tell, 
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By babbling etroam, by gi-ove and dell, 
To hear the lark who warbles long, 
In azure eky his matchlesa song ; 
Whilst from the thicket by the lake. 
Black-bird and thrush their notes awake. 
Oh summer's smile of joy for me. 
For then indeed the Muse is fi-ee. 
And where in all the world beside, 
A land that woo's so fair a tide, 
Aa thine Strabreagy, or a sea, 
Mirrors, such magic sceneiy ; 
Green vales and fertile slopes, and grand 
Old mountains tower'ng o'er the strand, 
Forest and glade, a Fairy land, 
Magnificently wild and gay. 
•And matchless all But Oraray, 
Thy vale in summer verdure drest, 
To my — perhaps too partial breast, 
Transcends in beauty, chaste serene, 
And reigns o'er all the landscape — Qneen. 
Dear Oraray whose gi'eon-wood bowers, 
Have often clahned my truant hours. 
Whose laurels bright, and chestnuts green, 
The wild, the wayward boy, did screen, 
When oft he stole at close of day. 
Whilst dew-drops bung like silver spray 
On leaf and blow. In lonely dell, 
Youth's rosy dream of love to tell 
To trusting innocence ; and steal 
Sweet balm for wounds he would not he^ 
Or, thro' some shaded track pursue, 
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Alone, tbe muse he loved to woo ; 
The lowly muse, i-he comes once more, 
To wander by thy raatchlyss shore, 
An outcast from her native wild. 
A prodigal, a spendthrift child ; 
Long exiled from a mother's care, 
Where fortune flees her baffled heir ; 
Tet thou haat never been forgot, 
By thy rude child, dear natal spot. 
With filial love food fairy laud. 
She comes to wander o'er thy strand. 
Thy Btrand whose lucid sumtner wave, 
Did oft my youthful bosom lave ; 
Whose every mountain — glen and rill. 
And blue-bell bank, and heath brown hill. 
Fresh round my memory clnster atill. 
And loved, as when in early years, 
I wandei-ed there with my compeers. 
My foud eompeera, the iair and gay, 
The bold, the gentle, where are they ■? 
In every clime beneath the sun : 
A friendly fate, ere well begun 
The race of life, bade some find rest, 
Reclining on their mother's breast; 
Some on the field of crimsoned strife. 
Glory their prize, gave up their life ; 
By woe and want some stricken down, 
Now wear in bliss, the martyr's crown ; 
And some like me are sti-aggling still, 
'Gainst tide and time, with stubborn will 
The sands are !ow, and fierce iho wave, 
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May Yictory crown the i^tniggling brave. 
For me — tlie muse with kindly smilcj 
From contest rnde, shall mo beguile 
To chilcthood's scenes, where fancy faii', 
May still her aii^ stractnrea rear ; 
Sweet scenes of childhood, oh, how true. 
Fond memory brings you back to viow- 
^Thy haiiQted Hawthorn by the sea 
Unfolds iu fragrant bloom to me, 
Its ripening blows, like wreaths of snow, 
Ai-e floating on the wave below ; 
I see the timid stripling gaze 
In awe, as I in childhood's days. 
Lest Fariee work hia spell of doom, 
Crossing their track in twilight's gloom ; 
Once more thy sainted hermit's ceil, 
I seek, and own that hallowed spell. 
That heavenly love doth still bestow, 
Where virtue sanctified below. 
Here oft in childliood'e gnilelesa day, 
I've crossed my breast, and Imelt to pray ; 
Sttch was the ti'ibutary Loll, 
Old legends say his painting soul 
Desired ; "Who enters this I'ude shed, 
Prays for that holy hermit — dead. 
Oh, hnman heai't, oh, heart of mine, 
If he, whose life long virtues shme 
Reftilgent as the stainless snow, 
Own such uQcerfcamty to go 
Down that dai'k road, that unknown bourae, 
Whence traveler ne'er did back return ; 
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Ob I what a crashing anguish pile 
Awaits the soul of ein and guile 
On that dim shore, that bouncls thy sea, 
Unfathomed dread eternity : 
Saiiita, from tbe quicksands succor me, 
And sinners all. Again I rove, 
By rude Drumcroy's Badger Oove, 
And thorny braes, where ol'tl strayed, 
A truant rogiie, when otliera prayed; 
Ah I little dreamt a father then, 
How oit I lingered in tbat glen, 
With my compeers, m wild and gay, 
And graceless, laggails o.i the way 
To shrines of prayer — advent'rous bold. 
Some stormed the Jackdaw's airy hold. 
Whilst some below, with ruthless hand, 
Despoiled poor pusses' house of sand. 
And oft like pirates o'er theii- prey, 
Fierce contests closed our lawless day ; 
And last— remorse our souls iospke, 
For each must brave a Father's ire ; 
Oh 1 rest that honored name in grace, 
And thanks to heaven, tho' raih my race. 
And reckless oit, moie prized than gold, 
More dear than life, that faith ao old, 
Shrined in my heart — its hopes I hold. 
Thrice welcome ancient Goreymore 5 
Thmr loviiest wild of all that sbijre, 
With joy I scan that castle high. 
Crowned with the ivied canopy ; 
Whilst woodbine tapatry bright and gay, 
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The poreli adoroa ; full many a day, 
Have I nsnrped proud Oughie's throne ; 
^Great Fairy King of Iniahoweii, 
And t'aen my comi'ades young to beat, 
In boyish bold advent'rous feat, 
Posseeaion of the royal seat; 
Yet trembling, leat some wicked sprite. 
With Elfin stone ray reign would blight. 
Oh dear, I love thy monarch's hold, 
Thy spreading ahades, and bosom bold. 
Fair Goreymore. Each orag and dell. 
That threw o'er early years ita spell. 
And those grand Monarch Hilla that i-iBe, 
In pride, and pierce my native skies ; 
Sky. hill and plain, so calm and clear, 
Within Strabi-eagy's wave appear, 
Seem fairy land, so soft and ti'ne. 
The lovely lalce reflects the view. 
Give o'er fon3 heart reflections vain : 
Wake, wandering muse thy tale again. 



TAT.E. 

The summer sun's wncloudcd ray. 
Had dried the dew drops' silver spray. 
That hung at dawn of morn, on flower 
And leaf, in Gorey's haunted bower ; 
Save, where 'neath deep and denser sere 
Of wilderness of foliage sheen, 
On primrose tuft and blue bell's bi-eaat, 
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UnseBn, the pearly sleepers rest; 
Still in the brake the Mavis sang, 
His Matina, for the day was young; 
When by old Goi'ey's rnnlet's brink, 
A youthful traveler stooped to drink, 
His thirst allayed, he beuds him iow, 
'Til o'er hie brow the waters flow, 
Then from his dark locks flung the spray, 
And westward urged again his way. 
That slender form of yonth and gi'aee, 
The smile that lights his aun-brown'd faoo, 
His step of pride, and bearing bold, 
Tho' other guise his limbs enfold ; 
And eammer garments wrap his breast, 
Proclaim to us, our youtliful guest, 
Who, snow-bound on Glentogher's side, 
Wc left at holy Christmas tide. 
What, tho' tliese tempting shades invite, 
To toft repose the wandeiing wigiit ; 
What tho' he looks with wistful eye, 
As if some reluge to desci'y : 
Oft peere beneath the thicket's screen, 
He passes by the lovely scene, 
Tet often tarns agMu to gaze. 
Back on old Gorey's hazel braea. 
Where Balagh's wandering waters glide, 
Commingling with Strabi'eagy's tide ; 
He shuds the lakelet's pebbly strand, 
And thi'eads a dell 'twixt hills of sand, 
Whei'e blinding drift, and trackless way. 
His weary footsteps long delay ; 
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Then gaining Cranny's basement broad, 
He climbs the steep, but firmer road, 
That leads whei'e troubled nature's war, 
Flnng Cranny's granite gates ajav, 
And to the plane beyond, a pass 
Op'ed tliro' the adamantine mass; 
Here to the left, against the sky, 
A splintered column shoots on high, 
Like wutch towei' by some giant's hold, 
Whc«e peak a bonndless view controll'd 
Fi'om that grey cliff our hero gazed, 
Enrapt, delighted and amazed: 
For in that rugged northern land, 
No scene eo charming, lovely, grand. 
The boundless ocean's billows roll'd. 
Beneath his throne, at depth untold. 
And ceaseless beat with mighty shock, 
'Gainst lone Glasshedy's island rock. 
Then sweeping to the m^nland shore, 
Sank on the beach with sullen roai', 
Draping each other's funeral pall, 
With robes of snow to mark their fall. 
Beyond the breakers — gloomy, grand. 
Huge Knockamany'a banlei-e stand: 
Grim guardsman, blaok with strife and ag» 
He laughs to soorn the ocean's rage. 
There fair Knockgtass, like gentle Queen, 
Bedecked in robes of richest green, 
In majesty enthroned — beside 
Her rugged consort's gloomy pride. 
She stoops religion's shrine to greet 
15* 
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That lowly nestles at her feet, 
And keeps unwearied watch and ward, 
O'er Chapel old, and lone Chm-chyard. 
Calm vale and brooklet intervene, 
Till lofty Ci-anny bonnde the scene. 
Far westward as the eye may etrsun, 
Old ToiTy risea from the Main — 
A anowy doud in azare sky, 
TJnehangod it hangs, yon wonder why. 
A naiTow inlet ope's the way, 
To fail- Strabreagy'a sheltered bay. 
Bat cones of sand nnnurabercd rise, 
And fi'om the view the strait disgniee. 
Ton ruined tower, whose blackened pile, 
Looms o'er the beach on Doah'sisle, 
Seen thro' the ocean's misty spray. 
At times it seems to melt away; 
Then bursting into light and form, 
It frowns defiance on the storm. 
Still eastward, cast in softer mould, 
Sti-abreagy's inatohlesa shores unfold. 
Grove, Mountain, Hamlet, Lake and Plain ; 
Ah, me ! description were in v^n, 
Go view them from our hero's stand. 
And own, you've looked on Faiiyland, 
Such were the scenes, fair, rude and wild, 
That loBg the sti-anger'e stay beguiled, 
Til! swayed by lonely solitude, 
Sad musings on hie soul intrude, 
"Whilst on yon towering cliff he stands. 
And shades his vision with his hands : 
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"Now gaKcs up the mountain high, 
Now down tlie slope, now on the sky, 
^'er ocean's wave above below, 
WhiJat thus, his words spontaneous flow, 
AnA of his jjcneive musings show. 

I 

See how those angry vapors fly 
In wild career, like mountain streams. 
Athwart the Day-God's track on high, 
And steal from earth his golden beams; 
Those clouds that shed a chilling gloom, 
To liquid air will melt away, 
And beams of joy will yet illume 
The laughing Sand, 'ere close of day. 

11. 

Behold ! uijon tlie ocean's brenst. 
The billows rushing to the shore, 
Whilst foam and mist float on their crest, 
They greet the rocks with sullen roar ; 
Mild zephyrs soon will lull to sleep, 
This boistVous breeze that jamng sound, 
And peace allay the troubled deep. 
Where foam clad billows now abound. 

III. 

-But oh, my heart whose morning light. 
With hope all warm, was drowned in care ; 
Wilt thou regain youth's radiance bright, 
■Shall peace and bliss to thee repair. 
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Must gloom and sadness hover nigh. 
The soul bereft of youthful I'est, 
Will gentle airs ne'er lull the sigh, 
That wakes thy billows — weary bi'east I 
He dried the tear that dimmed his eye, 
Descended from his eyrie high ; 
Now scans the ragged nari'ow way, 
Whose mazy winding downward sti'ay, 
And o'er the valley's verdant sod, 
Lead to yon hnmble Honse of God ; 
Lowly the walls, the Altar rude, 
No solemn pomps its porch intrude- 
No blessed bell with silver chime, 
Wakes matin's hour, tells vesper's time, 
Nor organ's swelling voice sounds tiiere ; 
But hearts as pure, have knelt in prayer, 
On thy cold floor of flowing sand. 
Thou lowliest Temple in the land. 
Dear Lag, as in the marbled aisle, 
Of Great Saint Peter's matchless pile. 
Nay, fear not stranger youth to go, 
Adown that path to vale below, 
Tho' steep and rude, the softest maid, 
ffrom Drung to Ballagh's not afraid, 
To press the daisies that array 
The margin of the mazy way. 
Ah I reckless sti-anger thou shalt rue, 
If thon, that upward track pursue, 
It leads o'er Cranny's wildest keep, 
To way so difficult and steep ; 
Its herbage sweet, the mountain sheep 
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May never crop. Then Rtay ! oh, stay 
Thy steps, and fisek the safer way. 
Behold him 1 rashly move along, 
The dizzy height well brape thee strong ; 
Thy heart .ind limb, advent'rer young, 
One foot misplaced, and thou nrt flung 
From Ci'anny's breast, far, far below, 
A feast for yonder oamon crow. 
That fearful track on Craony's side, 
Ne'er traced by sti-anger lacking guide. 
Is by the dauntless stripling prest. 
As he wei'e nurtured on its breast; 
Safe, sinks he in the torrent's bed, 
Unscathed, regains his ^ry tread, 
The shelving rock the torrent scar, 
His path oppose, but may not bar, 
Till far projecting sharp and bold. 
In angle of the mountain hold 
A crag abruptly juts before, 
And blocks the way, a mountain o'er 
Hla wildered head, that not a goat 
Would dare to climb, below a moat 
So steep and deep, the Rable crow. 
That wings its flight half way below 
No larger meet-i the climber's ken, 
Who dares the view, than mountain wren, 
Well, may he ponder here and pause, 
O'er dark destrnction's gaping jaws ; 
He wipes the moisture from his brow, 
And stays his toot. TJpreaehing now, 
His hand, a stunted bush would grasp, 
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High, higher atUl, it meets his claap, 
Oil Heaven, aod on that hash depends 
Thy life, one look above he sends, 
Now hngs the eliff, now swings in air; 
Adventeroua youth, no loving fair, 
Meets thy embrace, yet to thy breast, 
Thou ne'er hast maiden closer prest, 
Then this grey Crag — for life or death, 
He toils and sti^uggles, till his breath 
And strength exhausted ; motionless 
He hangs above the dread abbyss. 
Now youth thy rash adventure mourn, 
Vain act, thou canst not back return. 
Nor hope for human hands to aid; 
To desperate chance thy life's beti'aj'ed. 
One effort JaUs, one struggle more, 
A space above his bosom bore ; 
And there to ease his panting breast ; 
The danger past, he lay at res:. 
'Twere long to trace his fai-ther way, 
Down Granny's steep, tbat summer's day. 
And o'er the mazy path that led, 
To Lag's lone dwelling of the dead. 
Where many a moss-grown tablet found 
Half bmied in its ruined mound. 
And bones that bleaching lie aroand, 
Proclaim the place, l<Mig hallowed ground; 
Yet ere he crossed the threshold o'er, 
Of that old charchyard' slowly door. 
The symbol where a saviour bled. 
Looked down on his uncovered he.id. 
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And when with noiselesa step, he prest 

The soci that wraps each sleeper's breast, 

He bi-eathed a prayer — Oh, cheering faith, 

For souls, whose heai'ts lie atill beneath. 

Oh ! woud'rona sleep, that knows no waking. 

Till the eternal day-beam breaking ; 

Oh glorious day I oh, day of dread. 

That breaks the shimbers of the dead ; 

At last he paused, where sweetly wave. 

Wild bloBSoms o'er an humble grave. 

Whose shamrock sod, and monntain rose, 

That o'er the sleepei^'s bosom blows, 

Bespeak long undisturbed repose; 

Nor cross, nor emblem scalptui'ecl fair, 

Gives record of the sleeper there; 

Tet inoense sweet, by blue-hells shed, 

By filial love, or friendship spread 

In wild profusion, mutely tells, 

In some true heart the record dwells ; 

A while in doubt he gazed ai'ound, 

Then knelt beside the lowly mound, 

Tho' flowers lie spread by band unknown. 

And gone, the monumental stone, 

His heart's instinctive fouutaius flow, 

In tears, for one who sleeps beiow ; 

But hark I what fearful crash aasaila, 

And who so loud and wildly wails. 

Yon roofless ruin's broken wall. 

Some mourner crushes in its fall. 

See, sand and dust in volume high, 

Now climb above, and shroud the sky. 
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Ab Dundeer swift as monutain stream^ 
Impetaons — to tbe rescue came 
The stranger youth ; his earnest will 
Urging to shield from further ill. 
Above that wi'etehed form in fear, 
He cui'bed at oaee his pvoud career,, 
Aa if he saw a chasm below, 
Where soul unshiiFCu told its woe. 
Hor mortal seems, that fleshleas hand, 
Upraised 'mong' clouds of dust and sand ; 
Nor wears that form, an earthly mein. 
Now hidden quite, now dimly seen, 
As denser sinks the dusty shroud, 
Or bonyant soars, the lighter cloudj 
That upward high, and higher borue. 
Lets sunbeams light a face forlorn, 
From whose bleat'd eyes, the tear drops le 
And trace long channels dark and deep 
Down her soiled features, till they wear, 
The linoamenta of wild despair ; 
Mid wreck of masonry she stands. 
Clapping in agony her hands, 
Her iorm bowed down by age or woe, 
And quivering strong, rocks to and fro. 
Keeping iu measured motion, time 
With her loud wail's spontaneous rhyme: 
A slate with strange uncouth device, 
Low at her feet, and shattei'ed, lies, 
O'er this she makes her weary moan, 
Washing with tears the ruined stone; 
Full on the breeze, like banner spread. 
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Floai^ her soiled cloat of Tyrian red, 
Her hood forsakes her hoai'y head, 
And wildly on the ruthless blast, 
Her scanty tressea grey are cast, 
VV^hilst rising with the risiiLg gale, 
The air is vocal with her wail. 



I. 

Like the promise that met her, 

'Tis blighted and broken ; 
The fate that beset her 

Now clings to this token; 
Like her hosom, 'tie shattered 

By true love's intrusion, 
Like her hopes crushed and scattered 

In ruin's confusion. 

IL 

Nor kindred, nor brother 

Stood near her when dying ; 
In the grave of another, 

My love light is lying; 
In emblem is spoken, 

Her house's sad story ; 
Its 'scutcheon thus broken, 

Tells the wreck of its glory. 
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Thou crest of the mighty, 

Time was, if in danger, 
Boid bosoms would right thee ; 

A woman, a sti'auger — 
Heart broken aud lonely, 

Msfortune pursuing, 
Now weeps for thee only, 

Now weeps o'er thy ruin, 

IV. 

Ah I whei'e ia the ti'easure 

Once placed in my keeping. 
Tears come without measure 

The absent one weeping. 
The ocean is flowing, 

To sunder us ever, 
Unknown and unknowing : 

Ah I why did we sever ? 

High on the broken battlement, 
The stranger heard the wild lament, 
And deemed, that being wailing there, 
A soul unblest, and in despair, 
Or boding Banahe come to tell. 
The prelude to his funeral knell ; 
Cold dew drops from hie temples start. 
And hfe's pent current chills hia heart; 
Quiver his bloodless lips with pain. 
And twice essay to speak, in vain. 
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And pale aa marble sliines bis brow: 

At last he utters, who art thou 1 

Startled Ler bony liands, she raised 

To free her sight, and wildly gazed 

Above hei', where the stranger stood, 

Ititrader on her solitude: 

O'er form and face her vision ran, 

Then answered, I am Hannah Bawn. 

My own fond foster Mother, she 

Whom I deemed dead, ah ! do I see, 

Her living form'? Then mother dear, 

Behold ! tliy long lost Edmond here. 

He comes to shield thy tottering age. 

He comes, thy sorrows to assuage, 

He comM to cheer life's wintry day, 

And part of childhood's debt repay; 

He leaped below by love controlled, 

To aid that pilgiim weird and old. 

Back I base intrader, back, she cries 1 

With fire iudignaut finish ber eyes, 

Nor mock a lonely woman's woe, 

Back, else I fell thee with a blow 

Of this rough rock whose hai'sbest part. 

Owns more of human than thy heart; 

She grasped the stone with frenzied eye, 

And form erect, now mocker fly, 

Leave crazy Hannah here alone, 

In solitude, to make her moan ; 

Or rue thy wanton sport, and tread 

Unholy, o'er the sacred dead, 

M'ho5e bleaching bones, and hallowed clay, 
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Thy presence spuvu, hell-hound away ! 

She swung the miasile round and roand, 

But Edmond etill maintained Lia ground, 

Full well he .aiew that tendei- breaat, 

In courage fierce, so falsely drest, 

To save herself from wrong or harm, 

Would shrink to tread the lowly worm ; 

She dropped the miseile where she stood, 

And thus resumed in calmer mood, 

Oh 1 reckless stranger why so rude? 

Why trifle thus with Hannah's care? 

He, whom I mourned, his brow was fair, 

Rosy his cheeks, his flaxen hair, 

Hang ronnd his neck in ringlets wild ; 

Mother I I was that comely child, 

Fierce suns, and fiercei- scenes have changed, 

My once bright brow, my heart estranged, 

To soon from childhood's sweet repose, 

Stole from the wanderer's cheek, the rose; 

And years of trial, trust and care, 

Have dyed my locks that once were fMi- ; 

Tho' changed in looks, oh I mother, see, 

I have not changed in love to thee. 

The youth approached, but doubt and fear. 

In Hannah's troubled look appear; 

His form and voice, alike unknown, 

She cannot tiust that tender tone, 

That thrills her heai-t, she waves her hand, 

Approach not stranger, I command ! 

Then from amid the ruin crept. 

And on a tombstone sat and wept, 
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Sad sobs in Edmond's bosom rise, 
And big tears trieble from his eyes ; 
Oh 1 mast the orphan plead in vain, 
And moani fond memory's broken chain; 
That chain of love, whose sundered parts, 
Are treasured by our wounded hearfa ; 
Oh ! gaze on this, thou know'st the beat, 
To whom belongs that cnrions crest, 
You gave it Kdmond, 'twas yon. said, 
Ta'en from a mother's finger — dead ; 
Oh 1 let that aacred emblem chide 
The heart, that my embrace denied: 
She gained hef feet, tho' bowed with giief. 
And trembling like an aspen leaf, 
In summer's sigh. More close she pressed 
Her cross and beads against her breast; 
Approached the youth, and closely scann'd 
His face, then viewed his outstretched hand. 
As leaps the landscape into light, 
When meteor bursts on blackest night; 
One ray from that long treasured crest, 
Remembrance kindled in her breast, 
She threw her arras aloft, and wiid 
Exclaimed, 'tis he, my wand'i'ing child. 
But blisses' gushing torrent tide, 
Old Hannah's further speech denied. 
Whilst Edmond's arms around her thrown, 
Pi-ess her old bosom to his own. 
Oh love, how cold our speech would be, 
Were our rade language reft of thee, 
Of words, thoo great divinity ; 
16* 
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What fond emotion rules the breast, 

Tliat is not al! by thee expressed, 

Eniotions, various as the hue 

Of flowers that bathe in summer's dew, 

And fragrant pnre, as that perfume, 

Thatliovers round the rose's bloom. 

'Tis thine t<.> name the mystic vine, 

Whose tendrils round young hearts entwin 

Oj' torn by fate, or friends apai-t, 

Still closer bind each bleeding heai-tj 

Bat all in vain will love express, 

Or gi-atitude, that tenderness, 

That bui-ning unconsuming flame, 

In Edmond's breaat, it lias no name ; 

But faith's mild eye, with vision tn-ue, 

Sees ajigels in the azure blue. 

Wafting to love divine on high, 

Each tear that 'scapes his moistened oyo. 

And angel tongues aloud proclaim 

In Heaven, that holiest pas.sion'a name. 

O'er that old breast, its treasures flow. 

Till age forgets its load of woe 

So sweet the wave; and long she drank, 

Till all exhausted on the bank, 

With joys excess, old Hannah sank. 

Oh I human heart, strange citadel. 

Where bliss and woe, where parlous fell, 

And virtues rare, contending dwell ; 

Heaven born humility with pride 

Dread foe of peace, to heil allied. 

From reason's earliest dawn, till age 
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His shadow spread's in stiifc en^ige 
Here joy 1 Le sunshme in the glade 
Smiles blight and wura in ambusoide, 
Sits sorrow bioodi g m the bhade 
In sleepless witch pie) iied to smitt. 
With ruthless 1 luT the senph bnglit 
A breath, and bliss her foi in i eveak, 
Still sori'ow's sable Angel steals 
So dose, she treads the seraph's heels ; 
Thus Hannah's heart o'ei-flowed with joy, 
When fate restored her orphan boy; 
As long neglected memories me. 
Grief seeks the shrine in fond disguise, 
And curbing joy's too blissful reign. 
Usurps by guile the fdr domain. 
HnfMlingaid had Hannah still, 
Her balm in woe, her shield in ill; 
8Iie knelt her down in silent prayci', 
To'Heaven nnfolded all iier care, 
Then by the youth resumed her place. 
And thanks our Lady — Queen of Grace, 
Gazing on Edmond's thoughtful face. 
Blessed thy name, oh ! spotk'^ Maid, 
The orphan's guide, the sinner's aid, 
Who, with a mother's lender care, 
Keceives the child's imperfect prayer, 
That clogged with selfish love and pride. 
And born in sin, had vainly sighed. 
At heaven's wtiyieldiug barriei' fair. 
For naught impure may enter there ; 
Had'st thou not glean'd the brighter part, 
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From the wild (sbaos of the heart, 
And borne on lipa immaculate, 
To gloiiouB heaven's unfolding gate, 
Where nuQieters at mercy's throne 
Present the offering all thy own. 
Oh I Edmoud dear, when dark and low, 
My weary heart was bow'd with woe. 
That name, ofnames the first the best, 
Invoked, restores the soul to rest. 
Then Mary's mild protection seek 
Whilst yonth and vigor flush thy cheek, 
And fortune smiles with look benign. 
Fortune and bloom, and youth were mine ; 
As melts the snow in summer's ray, 
These gifts as faithless, pass away ; 
But Mary's love in fulness teems, 
When fortune frowning folds her beams, 
As stare, in glory beam by night. 
But veil their rays when all is bright. 
'Twas Maiy'a love and succor mild, 
Thy mother eheei'd mid trials wild, 
That else had crushed in dark despaii- 
Her broken heart; whose morning fair. 
Beaming with promise, warm and bright, 
In darkest eclipse sank ere night: 
Love, heart and hope in ruin laid, 
She meekly bore with Mary's aid. 
And on that night, whose sore distress. 
Thyself unborn, left fatherless ; 
When o'er our heads in fury fell. 
The angry billow's monntain swell, 
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And five brave men, and youag as brave, 

Engulfed in one cold watery gi-ave. 

Tho' sndden and untimley Kped, 

The bolt, who le drcadfnl thunder said, 

Arise ! oh eonl, shake o£F thy dust 1 

Ajndge, avenging, jealou?, just, 

A Rod who gave, demands the trust : 

'Tis sweet to know fchy father's breath, 

Tho' struggling in the toils of death, 

His loving Saviour's pardon sued, 

And Maiy's intei-ceBfiion woo'd. 

Awhye in silent sorrow bound, 

His teai-f'ul eyes fixed on the gronnd ; 

Edmond sat pensive, pondering o'er 

A father's fate, unknown before; 

Then spoke, my guide and guardian still, 

My parent's trust, thro' good and ill. 

Thou, who their hopes and hardships shar'd, 

Whom Heaven, in tendei- mercy spar'd, 

To share their orphan's sore distress, 

And succor childhood's hel|ilessnessj 

To me — their lives unknown — portray, 

And tell me of their spring time day. 

Edmond'a imploring tone and look. 

His old companion ill conld brook ; 

She rose, and turning cast her glancej 

O'er troubled ocean's broad expanse. 

On rained hulk and shattered spar, 

Of wrecks, that strewed Strabreagy's bar. 

From island rock to frowing ben. 

From beach to billow glanced her ken : 
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Till black and grim the tun-ets old, 

On Doah's isle, her gaze eontroU'd, 

So would the painter's visioo stray, 

So would the muse the scene survey, 

Till from the wond'rous wild around, 

The soul, her inejriratlon found. 

With moan that told her^ anguish drear, 

She claep'd her hands and cried, 'twas there. 

That instant, pent up grief awoke, 

And from her stricken bosom broke : 

O'er ocean's roar above the gale ; 

Old Cranny's echoes spoke the wail, 

And knockamenny'g banier high, 

And distant, hoai'se returns the cry ; 

Till gi'ieving at her grief's excess, 

She fled the place in sore distress, 

And on the rude mound, lately prest 

By him who follows, flung her breast ; 

Here incohei-ent, wild and rude. 

Her sobs and wail awhile intrude. 

Then plaintive as the bittern's ory. 

And free as lark in summer's sky, 

At times scarce heard, now slow, now fast, 

As o'er her mind, the vision passed, 

Whilst flows her heart's emotion strong, 

Hor lips awake S|3ontaneons song. 
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KEENA 

The sunbeama bright, in floods of light, 

Gild blue-hill's bosom fair ; 
And wilding Rose, and fi-agi'ant blows. 

Exhale sweet incense there ; 
The Robin alone from his airy throne 

On the old oak, whistles shrill, 
And ahundred throats wake their wildivood notes 

In the thicket, on the hill : 
But a rarer flower in a lonely bower, 

Adown in the dale below, 
'Mong stranger vines, all drooping iiines, 

Bereft of each kindred blow. 
And a sweeter bird is often heard, 

On the long, long summer day, 
Of its early home, over ocean's foam, 

A singing a plaintive lay : 
Oh ! wilding rare, no longer weai- 

That gloom in your fragrant breast ; 
Oh ! Birdie bright, mourn not the light. 

The light of your rifled nest 
Thus spoke to cheer her darling dear, 

A follower, true and tried, 
A follower old, of the Desmond bold, 

But Desmond's sister sigh'd, 
She sigh'd full sore, and o'er and o'er 

Her bosom sighed again. 
Oh 1 I must awake, or my heart will break, 

My heait's wild wayward strain; 
In sadness strung her wild harp rung. 



Hostec by Google 



As her fingers moved along, 
!ta yoica and tone, taned to lier OWQ^ 
And tills w;is the maiden's song. 



I. 

I do not mourn for honors bright, 

For wealth or titles high ; 
Nor seek for tongaes that used to prMse- 

Oh ! not for these I eigh, 
Give them ta vain ambitious heart, 

They have no charms for mo ; 
But oh ! let me behold again, 

My own bright gushing Lee. 

II. 

Tho' foemeB, rule our broad domain, 

Aud slaves defile the place, 
Where Princes of our honored line. 

Swayed o'er a gallant race ; 
The teal's that dim my vision now, 

No tyi-ant foe should see ; 
If but a aheeJing were my home, 

Beside my nata! Lee. 



Yon bird of dusky wing, that sings 
On yonder oak so proud, 
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And those of ^ny and gaudy pliinie, 

Now carolling aloud, 
Their songs, my heart with sadness fill, 

Alas! w'hfn shall I see 
The Thnish, the Linnet and tho Lai'b, 

Sweet songsters of the Lee. 

IV, 

The heart upon its natal eaith, 

Views this fair bill with pride; 
My heart ih in a distant land, 

By that blight river's side 
Where daisies deck the dewy sward, 

And blooms the Hawthorn tree : 
And primrose mild, and shamrock green 

Shine on the silver Lee. 



Oh ! bear me to my own old land, 

Oh ! bear me back once more ; 
That I may look on Lee's bright wave, 

That kisses her fond shore ; 
That I may lay my weary breast, 

Where offc it wandered free; 
And sleep in peace, my hdlaby, 

The mnrmui's of the Lee. 

His charger bold, all tr.ip'd with gold, 

Was fain to bound away; 
Bat he would that Chevalier, 

The maiden's plaintive lay. 

17 
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His smilo was bi'ight, his heart was light, 

Hia fovm of comely gi-ace ; 
Oh! was it shame, or a wai'mer flame, 

Saffus'd his noble face ; 
When beading low, o'er his saddle bow ; 

His helmet raised ou high ; 
Oh, Lady fair, he eried, forbear I 

Nor thus in soiTOW sigh : 
The way is long, my arm is strong, 

A good ship waits for me ; 
I'll bo thy guide, what e'er betide. 

Back to thy bonnie Lee. 
Her heart gi'ew sore, her eyes ran o'er, 

Her cheelis Hko lily shono ; 
Bat fonder spell, full quickly fell, 

Tho' word, she answered none : 
She spoke no word my bonnie Bird, 

But there is a language sweet, 
Tho heart will teacli unknown to aiiceeh. 

When bright eyes, bright eyes meet. 
Fall oft again did the soldier rein 

His steed by the summer bowej- ; 
Nor truer tale did e'ei- prevail, 

To gladden a fonder flower. 
Oh I woe betide a Brother's pride, 

A Brother's heart of Steel ; 
That heart will bleed, whose ruthless deed 

Opposed a Sister's weal. 
My Birdy's gone. My Einly's flown, 

My Birdy's won and wed. 
Over ocean's foam, to licr early home, 

My bonnie Birdy's fled. 
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Here Hannah's story etop'd a space, 

Yet still she hummecl, liei- withered face, 

Clasped by her bony hands unseen, 

Beneath her hood's close folded eoreen. 

And pressed against tlie vesture sheen 

Of that lone grave; in slower time, 

And cadence snd, she wakes her rhyme. 

Now six long weeks arc past and gone, 

Six long, long weeks are over. 

Still speeds our gallant vessel on, 

Still proudly speeds the Rover ; 

No land to blesa oui- vision yet, 

The lurid sun in crimson set • 

And sank the sea breeze with the sun. 

Whilst clouds of crimson and of gold, 

In heavy masses, bright and bold, 

Their iirey drapery irnfold, 

In the tar western horizon ; 

The sea is smooth as molten glass, 

There's not a ripple on the ocean. 

Tot breathes and moves the mighty mass. 

With strong upheaving troubled motion ; 

Hark ! Hark, what sounds the heart appal, 

Awake each breast to woe and wonder. 

Is it some distant waterfall, 

Commingling with the rolling thanderl 

Now rnehing, gushing strong and deep, 

Each momentbrings its fury nearer. 

This night our barque in safety keep. 

Be thine the hand. Oh Lord 1 to steer her. 

Our good ship rocks, our good ship reels. 
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Our good Bhip on her side is lying, 

Our captain's voiice like thunder peal-<, 

Oar Bailors brave, aloft are hieing; 

Hei' haalyarda strong, arc loosely car^t, 

Her spars forsake their high dominions ; 

Her sails are flutt'riog in the blast, 

Like a wounded swan's unfolded pinions ; 

Oar ship, she lies in sore distress. 

Her rigging in llio ocean trailing, 

God grant our mariners success ; 

Forbid ! such toil prove unavailing. 

She rights, she slowly rights once more ; 

'So spreading sails her yards adorning, 

Two narrow sheets alone she bore, 

With these she scuds the tempest scorning; 

She sails full swift, she siils full free; 

The wind thro' her naked rigging screaming, 

Like a diver, she skims the angry sea, 

In her wake, the crested billows gleaming. 

Tho wailer paused. And thus again 

Resumed her melancholy strain. 

The night gi'ows dark, oh I vciy dark, 

The stars, their midnight ivatch resigning 

From o'er oui- doom'd devoted bai'k, 

Oneaf^rooe withdraws its shining; 

It might have been the rising moon. 

It might have been a friendly bacon. 

Whose ray shone forth, but ah I full soon, 

To darker gloom were we fovsaken. 

Danger ahead ! the boatawiun cried 1 

My heart sinks at the word of sorrow, 
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Below my grieving bosom liied 

To tnonrii the hopes, I might not borrovr. 

Oh I foii31y did young Edraond fold 

Against his breast, his bosom's treasme, 

And sweet, of brighter morning told, 

Of hope, of home, and future pleasure. 

And fairer soemed hia bounie bride, 

Like rose with lerupest wild coutending, 

And thus, her Edniond's feara did chide ; 

Faith, hope and love, her accents blending. 

He, who in hollow of his hand, 

Contains the winds, the earth and ocean, 

Beholds us here, if he command 

The billows wild, wO! curb their motion, 

The winds be still, the watei's sleep. 

Or, if His holy will ordaining, 

Our graves be in the briny deep. 

My soul obeys, without complaining, 

His will fee donu. His holy will, 

What e'er it be, I question never ; 

One wish alone, oh, Lord, fulfil. 

In life, in death, unite us ever. 

Lond ring the anolior'a clanking chains. 

Our ship is sarely rent a sunder. 

She plunges, shivei'a, groatia and strains, 

That shock has nearly bi'ought ns under ; 

Is it a mountain's crashing mass, 

A mountain, from its deep foundation. 

Whose ruined rocks above us pass. 

And strew our decks with desolation; 

The wild, wild waves now o'er her roll. 
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The waters wild, her bosom filling ; 

Oh, Lord, preserve each christian soul, 

From dread despair's, unholy chilling j 

Ah ! now oar captain comes below. 

No heart, than young McGregor's bravur; 

He comes to tell a tale of woe. 

In pity, his speech did often wiiver ; 

Oar ship is tost on the Irish coast, 

On the Irish coast lies she, 

Al! our anchors cast, she is drifting fast, 

And the laud i» on our lee ; 

Our hearts to save from a watery grave, 

Ooi' homes, and our hopes to gain ; 

Of her masta so tall, every one of them all 

Lies low ill the raging mjun. 

Now, a gallant band at my command, 

A fearless and faithful few, 

In our ataunchest boat, are now afloat. 

And lie in the lee for you ; 

Iten hasten with me, the bell tolls three, 

At four, 'twill be highest tide ; 

God speed you to shore, ere an hour be o'er, 

And God save your bonuie bride ; 

Oh 1 when on the land secure you stand. 

And look on the rolling sea, 

Pray Heaven, send cheer to the brave hearty here 

Who live, or who die with me ; 

If our minute gun, ere the moraing sun, 

And our signal rockets fail, 

The moaning surge will have sung oar dirge, 

The tempest our funeral wail. 
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THE pkiar's cdbsb. 199 

All 1 who will bear to a maideu fair, 

The fail est in "all Ardee ; 

Her Danoan's fate, lest she watch anil wait, 

Lest hoping, she wait Ibv me. 

'Twill brighten the tear, if ahe ehoukl hear, 

'Twill soothe my affianced bride ; 

On Nannie ho thougbt, whilst bravely lie tbught 

Dark death, in the boiling tide. 

Oh ! weary fate, in bavk bo frail, 

On sea so stormy riding ; 

But hearts that ne'er were known to quail, 

Stout hearts our boat are gniding. 

Her prow opposes wind and tide, 

A drifting, trackless way, pursuing ; 

Be thou, oh Lord, our loving guide, 

Preserve our helplessness from i-uin, 

My boBom sickens at the sight. 

That dreary dismal scene to ponder ; 

Here Knockamenny's fearful height, 

Oanlck's black ruin frowning yonder j 

Before us roll the ocean waves. 

The briny ocean's endless flowing, 

Sti-abreagy's bar behind us i-aves, 

In furious frothy madness glowing j 

The rocket's bright unearthly glai'e, 

The wild, wild wilderness illnming, 

The tempest howling every where. 

The minute gun's terriffic booming : 

A light upon the water gleams ; 

Perhaps a meteor's fair illusion. 

It sheds again its cheering beams. 
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Aliis I alas it wakes contusion, 
Our boat ia shhered 'gainst a rock, 
Strange voices 'raid the waves assail us, 
Oar (lying shrieks, our prayers they mock; 
Our prayers, our shrieks, our struggles fail us, 
Two women fi-ail were found alive. 
One yet remains, to tell the story ; 
The hlighted birch doth still survive, 
The oaks so proud, sank in their glory ; 
The fishermen wlio gave ns cheer, 
This answer made our fond enquiring. 
At turn of tide no lights appear. 
The minute gun no signal firing ; 
All night they ssjirehed, 'mid wind and rain, 
'Mid cold and wet, the long night over, 
That fatal shore, but all In vain ; 
Our fond and perished to discover, 
By Doah's Isle, the sti'eam runs deep. 
And swift, and strong its ebbing motion, 
That current bore oni' brave to sleep. 
With their crushed hopes to the far ocean. 
The morning ehow'd a darksome mass, 
'Mid yonder bar's, relentless breakers, 
The shore, thy natal shore, alas ! 
Heard the hareh yell of ruthless wreckers i 
Bat yet, among tiie reckless ci-owd, 
Were some alive to pity's pleading. 
Who left thoii' spoil to swathe and shroud, 
Thi'ee bodies ghastly crushed and bleeding ; 
One wretch behind, alone did stay. 
Whilst muny a weeping eye did follow, 
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The triple biei', they bore tiat day, 

By yon nide Cairn down in the liollow. 

Oar gallant sliip, her grace defil'd, 

Lies ill the sand, a wreck and ruin, 

Whilst ocean like a froward child, 

Now spurns her toy, and now is wooing. 

The lowly dillisk waves its ptume, 

Id triumph o'er bei' decks unsightly, 

Where erst 'mid tempest's glare and gloom, 

Waved England's biinner proud and brightly. 

'MoDg vines and gOded grapes once fair, 

The clnstering mussel clings, deriding, 

O'er chambers desolate and dreai- 

The sea snail noiselessly is gliding ; 

A gioiit leper, barred and bann'd, 

By foul deformity attended, 

Disowned alike by sea and land, 

Sport of the winds, her race is ended. 

The fishermen fiom the high seas, 

When by Glasshadj 's Isle returning. 

Oft hear upon the midnight lireeze 

The toevmaid's moan, like maiden mourning ; 

Wild legends say, that drear saloon. 

Is whei-e her victims toil unceasing ; 

With slimy sea-weed's fringed fi 

Her damask drapeiy replacing, 

The frailest of her fated band. 

Life's waning lamp's dim ray discloses 

O'er the lowly couch of Hallowed sand. 

Where silent, the pulse of her heart rept 
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Oh ! my fair Eveleen, 

Thou we'rt good, thou we'rt fair ; 
The fiiirest maid I've ever seen, 

Might not with thee compare ; 
Thy heart was liglit, thy bosom warm, 

Dark sliadoiva iaterveae, 
Thy aweetriesa wears a softer charm. 

My fair Eveleen, my fond Eveleen : 
Thy beauty wears a trehlc charm, 

Thy sorrows, every heart disarm, 

My fair Eveleen. 

II. 

Thine eyow i^olicions bhie, 

It was mild, it was bright, 
As fringes dark as ever grew, 

On lids, transparent white. 
Were raised to cheer some pilgrim old, 

Or fell in modest screen ; 
Whilst tender tongues, thy virtues told, 

My f^r Eveleen, my fond Eveleen. 
Whilst trathful tongues thy virtues told, 

Ko tongue, thy praises might withhold, 

My fair Eveleen. 

III. 

Soft silvery thy speech. 

Ever mild, evor meek; 
The down upon tlie ripen'd peach, 
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Not softer than thy cheek, 
That mingled with the rose's hue, 

The lily's tcucler sheen ; 
Thy tear was pure as honey dew, 

My fair Eveleen, my mild Eveleen, 
It flowed as free as summer's dew, 

To love, and geutle pity true, 

My fair Eveleen. 

IV. 

Thy morning light shone hi'ief. 

Sad and swift fell the blow. 
That filled thy heart with deepest gi'ief, 

Aud quenched thy smile in woe ; 
My mated dove, my turtle dove, 

Th'.t tore tlie tendrils green, 
Upspiinging with a mother's love, 

My fair Eveleen, my sad Eveleen, 
Thy oiphan knew no mother's love, 

Oil ! bless him from tliy home above, 

My fair Eveleen. 

Here Hannah paused, and slowly raised, 
Her prostrate breast, on Edmoud gazed, 
Whose arms a nistic cross embrace, 
Tlie beam, hia bosom's resting place. 
She gazed, and thus did yet prolong, 
In happier tone, her wayward song. 



ETe is manly, he is kind. 
Each dimple of hia face; 
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And winning look, restore to min(1, 

A father's noble gi'ace. 
I see a mother's mildness start, 

Where hlazG a falliei-'s een, 
His heart is tliine, his tender heart, 

My fair Eveleun. my Itind Eveleen. 
His youihful heart, his loving heart, 

Of ail thy virtues owns a part, 

My fair Eveleeii. 

VI, 

No passion, harsh and prond, 

Upheaves his swelling breast ; 
For thiohbcd its swift pulsadons loud, 

'Gainst Hannah's beggar vest ; 
May Desmond's ancient glory shine. 

And gild with ray seione. 
This Ecion of an honor'd line. 

My fair Evelecn, my blest Eveleen 
May fniit and foliage intertwine, 

Oh '. flonrish long this bud of thine, 

My fair Eveleen. 

The singer coas'd, and crossed her breast. 
The answering echoes sank to rest, 
A silent prayer, she murmuv'd o'erj 
Then rose npon licr feet once more : 
Edraond she said, I'll wander slow, 
And in the valley rest below. 
She bound her hood aioimd her head, 
And left the dwelling of the dead ; 
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Nov deem its denizens forgot, 
By her, who leaves the lonely spot. 
As slow she winds atlowii the hill, 
Her lips iu prayer aro hasy still ; 
Thus since that hour of gloom aud care, 
She led the sad proccsdon there, 
From Doah's Isle ; her lov'd and lorn, 
On bier, fty hands of strangers borno ; 
She cancelled not her debt with gold, 
But prize — of price an hundred iold, 
A decade on her beads she told, 
And Heaven assiiil'd from day to day, 
For all — beneath Lag's hallow'd clay. 
Oh, blessed boon 1 oh, gaerdon bright, 
Tho' hidden from onr mortal sight, 
Our loved and dead — our holy faith, 
O'erleaps tho barriers dark, of death ; 
And gently binds with silken tbiead, 
The living faithful, with their dead : 
Whilst thus her way did Hannah wind, 
Her young companion logg'd behind. 
His by-gone days he ponders o'er, 
And scenes of childhood notes once more. 
The broolt is babbling in its flow. 
Along his traob the daisies gt'ow : 
The noisy Daws their nestlings keep, 
Where yoii green ivy climbs the steep. 
Full oft that ladder high and rudo 
He cJimbed to reach the youthful brood. 
The herd reposes in tho shade — 
Wild echoes now his ears invade j 
IS 
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The iordty bull liia trumpet souuas, 

But filled wiili mgo its notes confonnds. 

From kuoli to kuoll the rabbits leap 

Around' tlio mounlain's lower keep ; 

In snowy clusters graze the sheep, 

Whilst farther up tlie giant Iiill 

Tho grey-beard goats climb upward still ; 

Ou naked cliff's, unmeasured height, 

The Gooshawk gloats his appetite, 

With bloody beak oud talous fell 

On rabbit, captured in the dell. 

The Eagle hovers in the sky — 

His nm'se, his own old nurse is nigh — 

His faithful guardian, blanched and grey 

As Cranny's ci'ags— an changed as they — 

And like the rude rocks of the hill, 

Robed in her ancient vesture still. 

Her same old beaten path pursues 

Along tJie brook ; the sea-breeze wooes. 

And with bis cluslejing, dark locks phya ; 

The sun poui-s down his noontide rays 

Whei'o e'er he treads or turns to gaze ; 

Unchanged each scene of by-gone days — 

Himself of all lie sees is changed. 

Since last by Cranny's base he ranged. 

His thoughts find voice, and she who smiled— 

That modest, meek, endearing child — 

On boy, rough, thoughtless, lude and wild. 

Docs she, when wandering by this burn, 

E'er ■\i'ish those days of bliss return ; 

Or blesses she a fonder guide. 
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He crashed the tionglits he conldnot bide, 
Choked in his breast the struggling sighs, 
And tlius began to moralize: 
Oh, Haunah, whnt a heart is thine ; 
How purged of pride, how pure the shrine ; 
To wealth and worldly honors bora. 
Accepts alone its fi'own and scorn. 
In beggar's vesture meanly dressed, 
What treasures hide within that breast, 
Where sanctity renews her fires 
O'er human passion's crushed desires, 
Where Jove unselfish ever glows, 
And pity mouras for other's woes, 
And meet huniiJity entwines 
O'er brightest worth her lowly vines ; 
Whilst sorrows dark, of Ebon dye. 
That gall, must nncomplaiuing lie. 
Ob breast of mine, where rising proud. 
Each selfish care wakes clamours loud, 
Murmurs rebellious nurse no more, 
But learn of her the hallowed lore. 
That sacred science, whose fond light 
Makes even her wintry trials bright, 
And bids her gather gold and joy 
From ruined hope's dark cold alloy, 
Where othei-s ashes find. But see, 
Her decade (old, she waits for me. 
'Twould much delay our lengthened tale 
To trace their journey o'er the vale, 
And by Strabreagy's wave-washed strand, 
Where giant pyi-amids of sand, 
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That like grim sullen misera, rear 
Theii- buroished bald heads, high in air, 
With ragged front and brow of guile, 
Each mourning o'er his wasting pile. 
By toilsome track when spent the day 
They reached n path whoso mazy way 
And gi'assy margin, sharply tura 
By Cranny's basement, where the burn, 
Tired of its brawling turns— like child 
To breast maternal — silent, mild 
Within Strabreagy'a placid breast ; 
And soft as childhood sinks to rest ; 
Whilst near the daisied track thoy drew, 
Their ibrmer converse they renew. 
I lingered in these glens a year ; 
Since then I wandci'ed fiir fi'om here 
Aloue, where milder breezes fanned 
My withered cheek in Southern land, 
Yet, could not win— -tho' fiercer gale 
Too often hero my sieps assail ; 
That fealty, my heart alono 
Gives thy green glens Old Inishowen. 
A stranger to our race and creed, 
And rongli in speech, but kind in deed. 
Is Dnnean Stuart of Knoekglass, 
Whose strength doth other men's surpasa. 
But waves of mercy flooihis breast: 
Three days have I remained his guest-, 
Whilst he conveyed from Doah's shore. 
The tablet, Desmond's 'scutcheon bore, 
And plaocd it on that battlement, 
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That o'er its broken basement leant, 
So dangerous, insecure and frail, 
Whilst I would climb, fell with the gale. 
Brave Duncan Stuart, Edmond cried ! 
Excise man's di-ead, and smuggler's pride ; 
Oft have I sat beside your still, 
That graced the slope on Corey's hill ; 
Oft when by comrades left alone, 
Tour Toiee would try a gentler tone, 
To teach me secrets of your trade, 
Might yet, my better fortune aid. 
Tho' but a child, I learn'd it then, 
Not by their seeming judge of men. 
For some there are like Duncan, wear 
Rude garb o'er virtnes heavenly rare. 
And some, their crimson crimes to screen, 
Robe heart debased, in vesture sheen. 
He helpr'd to build, his comrade cried ! 
Onr shelter mde on Gorey's side, 
And oft increased our slender store, 
When famine's shadow crossed the door. 
Allusion to his early need, 
Made Edmond'e sorrowing bosom bleed, 
Oh! had'st thou in thine hour of woe, 
But let the generous Desmond know, 
Tho' stubborn, hasty, harsh and rude, 
Whilst angej' swayed his dai'kei- mood. 
Let passion's whirlwind sink to rest. 
And his was mild as woman's breast ; 
Nor foe, nor friend in need or pain, 
E'er sued for aid or' grace in vain : 
18* 
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His sister's orphan in distress, 

Had own'A his car«. thy- seif might press 

An hundred claims, could each assign 

His love to shield thy li!e's deeline. 

She etoppecl upon her path of sand, 

And pointing with hei' wasted hand 

Whei'e Balagh's bum no longer led 

It's troubled wave o'er rocky bed 

Thro' banlis where brier and buckeye ihom, 

Far up the dell its track adorn, 

But in the lake soeke calm repose. 

Behold how soft that streamlet flows — 

Not moro secure its waters glide, 

Commingling with Strabreagy'e tide, 

Than my deolining years would prove, 

Confiding all in Desmond's love ; 

The tongue his earliest welcome told, 

The arms his form did first enfold. 

The lips that hia did foremost press, 

The hand his forehead first did bless. 

Had I to Desmond then appealed, 

He would have hastened, all to shield. 

But, oh I my cliild, I dai'e not brook 

Od Desmond's saddened brow to look ; 

Tbo' wai-m his heai-t, the wounds were deep — 

Strange coancels dark he bade me keep — 

Counsola unsought, of import dread, 

Suspended o'er thy fathei-'s head. 

The kinder cause — his hopes to aid, 

The secret trust my tongue betrayed ; 

My heart might woe and want sustain, 
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'Twoald fail at Desmond's brow of pain. 
She ceased ancl slowly led the way 
That by the streamlet's margin lay ; 
Nor reck'iJ she of those blossoms wild, 
That aweetiy on her pathway smiled ; 
Nor of her comrade wandeilng near — 
For pondering o'er her past career, 
Her eai'ly hopes, ehe sees them fade ; 
Her summer's rosy dreams betrayed, 
The BP.enes of bliss, and sin, and strife, 
Thi.'ough all her long eventful life; 
The fair, the faithless, taJse and trae, 
In memory's mirror riaeto view, 
'Till down her fuiTOwed features flow 
The teai« of eharae, remorse and woe. 
Her comrade saw and rightly guessed 
The dark communings of her breast, 
To sunder sorrow's galling chain 
His queries thus resames again ; 
My father's kin with wealth abound, 
A refiige sought, had there been found, 
Where woe and want, by Swilly's shore 
Might dog our peaceful rest no more; 
She answer made, full many a day. 
That dark temptation dogged my way, 
Wlieii friendless, lorn and pennyless, 
Sad wanderers in a wilderness, 
Where famine leagued with fever, trod, 
Scourging the land with scorpion rod ; 
Tho' dark as hell's eternal night. 
The fiend assumed a form of light, 
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Making oiiv dreaiy patt more drear, 

With contrast of that prospect fan'; 

Bat Heaven be praised, the tempter fail'd, 

And grace, o'er flesli and hell prevail'd. 

She sign'd the cross in reverence mild, 

O'er brow and breast. And, oh I my child 

What tongue the di'eadfal tale might tell ; 

Had duty failed and virtue fell, 

And we traversed the easy road, 

That led where worldly comforts flow'd. 

Tliyself, a proad apostate noiv, 

The rebel's bi-and upon thy brow, 

Mocking thy fair baptismal vow; 

And she who led thy steps astray, 

And placed thee in the tempter's way. 

The deepest cui-ae, the darkest gloom, 

Intensest hell, and deadliest doom 

Were here, with more than murder dyed, 

Thy ranaom'd sonl's infanticide, 

Ob I Heaven be blessed — she cried agiun 

The tempter's toils were set in vain, 

Tho' soiled by sin, and crashed in care 

Old Hannah's heart may not deapau"; 

And thou, in lieu of worldly dross, 

A soldier of our creed and cross ; 

A christian knight, by Christ's high grace ; 

The foremost front, thy birfch-right place. 

And may the saint's protection hhine 

On thee, and be their triumphs thine. 

Tears, Edmond'e grateful breast control, 

Won by that fortitude of soul. 
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Wliilst thus lie ans'.vei'ccl, could it be, 
That he, you fostcved, lean from thee, 
Callous as yonder crag to groiv, 
And faitliless as tlie iviiitiy enow 
That blots beneatl) tlio vernal ray, 
TIic records worn hi mderday; 
The memoi'y of those vigils drear, 
Those weary years of watchful cura 
O'er faith's fair gem in casket frail 
Its ray just rising, pure and pale, 
Could still command with melting flame, 
Of pity, penitence or shame. 
The faithless bosom's frozeu tide 
To flow per force, for hei-, my guiclc. 
That guardian, of the child uuknown, 
To win, whose weal, she spurned lier own ; 
Oh, cnicl fate, when fortune pil'd 
Her favors on that rescued child, 
And to his parched lips bestowed, 
The honeyed cup, where plenty flowed 5 
Why dash with dark and false command, 
The golden goblet from the hand 
Of filial love, that might assuage 
The sorro^TS of declining age ; 
e cap of woo so full befoi-e, 
s neglect, must needs run o'er. 
1, as when from sunken rock, 
The helmless '^hip leccives a shock, 
Rises, high on the billow's creat, 
Recoil a and wnks within its breast. 
So tlmnih 1 ii^pf hei (.lasped hands, 
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And motionksa, a moment stands 
As statute rigid — wild her etare, 
As if a serpent's deadly glare, 
Her vision fixed on upper air. 
Mother of mercy, bo my guide. 
In wbispera broke. Down rebel pride 
Sbo loudly cried ! dark child of hell ! 
She failed, she fiiltered — Ere she fell, 
Edmond, his amis around her twine. 
The sapling props tlie blasted pine ; 
Then gently laid her pulseless breast 
On couch of verdant mosstorest, 
Quickly her searlet hood unties, 
And gazes wistful ia hei- eyes, 
Deeming her gentle spirit floivn, 
His cheek as pallid as her own- 
Then kneeling by her prostrate form, 
Her head he pillows on his arm ; 
WhUat fragrant lilies droop and shed 
Sweet dew-drops round that lowly head, 
As if fair nature's self, beguiled 
By seen so strange and tender', smiled 
At her fond code inverted here, 
And sealed her sanction with a tear. 
Whilst Edmond thus his vigils kept 
O'er her, who still unconscious slept, 
A soft, serene and silent spell, 
On pldn and lake and streamlet fell. 
The timid hare iipproached the dell, 
Close to the shadow of her foes, 
Beneath the willow songht repose ; 
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The rabbits from thdv buiTows strayed, 

And fearless on the meadow played ; 

The cowen shy, his visage gi-ave 

Protrnded o'er the brackish wave, 

A moment eyed the grassy bank, 

Spurned the fresh spray with snort, and sauk 

To seek his native brine again, 

Alarming yonder stately crane, 

Whose wiogs their lazy breadth expand. 

To bear him from the minnow strand ; 

No foe io ken hO' folds his plumes, 

And now his stately step resumes ; 

From lonely thorn tlio cnckoo calls, 

Distinct and lond, whilst softer falls, 

Half indistinct, fi'om yondci- grove. 

The thrush's vesper song of love. 

Bring hero, Daguerrc, thy matchlosa art, 

Ere this fair fleeting scene depart, 

And fis the muse's passing dream 

Eternai, with tiiy mag^c beam ; 

Not then would wayward muse unknown. 

O'er fond creation, half her own. 

From sterner scenes of life beguiled 

One heart allure ; the rebel child 

Who spurns old age's palsied hand ; 

Unawed by heaven's moat higli command, 

Whose pride, like coals of living fire. 

Sears matron old and wounds his sire. 

Ah ! he perchance might wander here. 

And pause awhile, in his career, 

Retrace his steps, his heart i-estore 
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To duty, love and peace once more. 
Ambition's slave miglit here bebold, 
In these gi'cy bails, and bosom cold, 
Tho utmost bound, Iho liighesl span, 
Of life's triumphal arch ; where man — 
Led by ambilion, pride and guile, 
Alone, may buikl his babel pile 
Of hopes iin!ioIy, bold and viun : 
Ah ! well, if he bis heart arraign, 
Spuming the fabric madly plann'd, 
Nor build high hopes on avch of sand. 
And sei'aph beauty, here might own 
Her reigu nsiirp'd, her vacant llirone, 
The empty niche, the mined shrine, 
Where erst she smiled with grace divine, 
Her lilies fair, her roses red, 
Deflowcr'd, dishouor'd, davk and dead ; 
Vase, flowers, and pedestal o'crthrowo, 
Their ashes here, tlieir odore fiown. 
Weep, beauty weep, those are thine own ; 
Nor deem tho muse with cynic sneer. 
Thy ashes mocks, her saddest tear, 
Would fall o'er yonder loveless clay; 
But it emits a purer ray 
From gem trauseendaiit, whose fond light, 
Like Borealis of the night, 
When beams torrcstiial, all are gone. 
Sheds o'er life's western horizon, 
Sucb radi.iiit, j'et mystoi-ious ray, 
That beauty's self, niiglit weeping say 
Such night is lovelier than my day. 
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Oh ! what were beauty's brightest flame. 
Reft of that gem I neorl not name^ 
A wildfire beacoD, false, impure, 
Placed on life's dreary mai'shy moor, 
The soul's decoy from chaster bliss, 
The light that looms o'er aime's abyea. 
Forego fond muse, thy moral sti-ain ; 
Thy precepts and thy pruaehing vain. 
ViUQ as thy verae, yet bid it flow, 
It Booth's at least ne boaon e oe 
And cheera when ale e w nla ^ss 1 
Efia strnggliog ba k esnme tl y tile 
As flows half froze bIu g sh at eam 
Beneath chill w nte si 1 h beam 
So life's returning tide once more 
Old Hannah's heart is flooding o'er, 
As chUl, as cheerless, and as slow; 
But when hei- comrade marked its flow. 
Such wave impetuous swept his breast 
As toiTent shows on mountain's crest, 
When fallen craga usurp its course, 
And briefly bai' its swelling force ; 
Increased in power by being pent. 
It bursts the rocky battlement. 
Wild, warm and fi'ee, life's current flowed, 
'Till Edmond's cheeks and bosom glowed. 
On his flushed featnrea Hannah gazed 
In silence, then her eyes upraised. 
And suppliant hands to heaven above, 
Kind heaven, she prayed, reward this love ; 
This duteous child's unselfish care, 
19 
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A flowery path for liim prepare ; 
Let plenty, peace and pleasure shed 
Their heavenly radiance o'er hie head; 
Or, if in peril, pdn or need. 
Be instant succor aye his meed ; 
And love, if earthly love beguile 
His yonthful hearl, oh ! let her smile 
Wake flame as pure aa e'er fonnd rest 
In the dark chambera of the breast. 
Lend tue thine aid, wo will repair 
Once more to our old granite chair. 
Whose primrose cushion, soft and dry. 
And woodbine woven canopy. 
Oft gave US rest in days gone by ; 
And there relenting, I'll unfold 
For Mary's sake, how p]'ide controlled 
My guilty breast, to act the part 
That robbed of hope her guileless heart, 
And made you, by that falsehood led, 
Believe your aged guardian dead. 
Kow Edmond's hand, with tender cai-e, 
Helps Hannah climb the lofty chair. 
It waa a f^r, fantastic throne, 
That moss-grown Druid Alter stone. 
Whose breast, tradition tells, was wore 
In channels thus by human gore, 
So often flowed the purple tide, 
So oft the vestal victim died 
In rite unholy, gloomy, dread ; 
And tales are yet by rumor spread. 
That pilgrims 'neatii Its shadow still 
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Oblations make, and vows fulfill ; 
Bidding warm bosoms bleed unseen 
Beneatb its canopy of green, 
When in the summer's balmy air 
Young love usurps the Druid's chair. 
Where now such idle tales to chide, 
Old age and youth sit side by side ; 
To both, awhile, we bid adieu, 
The muse must other scenes pursue. 



END OP FOURTH CANTO. 
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FRIAR'S CUUSE— CANTO FIFTH. 



The noon-day sunbeams, brightly played 
With Gorcy's raalet in the glade, 
Yet vainly strove fair Goi-eymore, 
Thy haunted hazel dells explore ; 
When by the brook within tbe glen, 
And scarcely seeB,two silent men 
Ascend the slope that climbs a space, 
Halfway 'twixt Gorey'.-j ci'own and base ; 
One seems in prime of manhood's pi-ide, 
Huge is his frame, and fii-m his stride. 
Whilst Atlas like, his shoulders bear 
The cumb'rous copper still in air ; 
And twin'd around the darksome mass. 
His brawny arms seem bands of brass. 
The other, young of slender f ;rm, 
Bends 'neath the load of head and worm ; 
Oh ! not to gain all Inishowen, 
Would ganger dare, tho' armed, alone 
Approach that covert in the hill, 
To confiscate the mountain still, 
If stood, to sentinel the pass, 
Bold Duncan Stuart of Knockglass?, 
Who makes old Gorey's caves resound. 
As falls his burden to tlie ground ; 
But hark I why echoes Gorey's gleu 
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With laughter loud of joyous men ? 

Perhaps a foot-race has beon run j 

Perhaps a cock-fight's lost and won ; 

Perhaps dame Fulton bore a son, 

Her Lord to bless, and blithmeat cheer, 

He gives his auld acquaintance hei's f 

There is no race on yonder gi'een, 

Nov cock, nor cockpit here is seen ; 

Dame Fulton bore no son to bless 

The anxious Lord ; yet, I confess, 

Conid yon her bursting bodice view, 

Tou'd promise Rab not one but two ; 

No cbriatening here, nor wedding feast, 

No holy station of the priest. 

Nor churn * ; before, nor since, was known 

A feast like this in iDiahowen. 

Do thon with me prolong thy stay, 

And list the mnse's livelier lay. 

To her is known each form and face, 

And dwelling of that mount.ain race ; 

These all were smugglei-s In their day, 

And hale and hearty still, tho' grey ; 

And bold and fierce in fight, but met 

In peace, they, former feuds forget. 

For there is Darrig, of the Croah ; 

Red Roiy, of Slieve Bawn ; 

McColgan, of the IsJa of Doah ; 

McCalJion, of the Strand ; 

Black Phelemy, ofMalin Well; 

And white-haiied Ai-t-A-IMel ; 

And Donald Roe Mc'Con-A-Gael, 
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THE FRIAR e CURSE. 

The Chief of Ballagh Neal ;. 

McLaughlin, he of Gorey Beg ; 

Cresswell, of Carramore, 

Whose leather side aud wooden leg, 

A fearless bosom bore ; 

And honest Mannes, of the mill, 

With heart and hand ao free. 

He loves » joke, he loves a gill ; 

Big Buunocks loveth he ; 

From Ball^h, Duncan Campbell came ; 

CDohertj from the brae ; 

Aald Rabin Lindsey frae Cauld Hame, 

From Killian glen McEae ; 
And Billy Bogs, tho hero bold, 

Now Lord of ancient Lag j 
Who rode his horse up Cranny's hold. 

And leap'd the mountain crag. 
And others, I could name a score ; 

Brave men, whose ^ieeds of fame, 
Shine still in legendary lore. 

That I forbear to name. 
Here Hugh O'Donnel bold aud free, 

With open hand and smile. 
Welcomes with mai'tial courtesey 

Each 'iated guest the while. 
For he would feast his friends at home, 

Proud host to gallant men, 
The banquet spreads beneath the dome 

Of Heaven, in Gorey's glen ; 
One child, and graceful as a Fay, 

O'Donnel's household star, 
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Glides 'rooD^ these reveling vet'rans gray, 

Like peace, 'mong liosts at war ; 
And oft her black and bj'illiant eye, 

When but the muse might tell, 
With down cast look, and glimmer sly, 

Would wander down the dell ; 
But whether 'twas in bashlulnees. 

Her look went down the glen, 
As round her twin'd in light cai'esa, 

The arms of gray haired men. 
Or, whether Dnnoan's yoang compeer. 

Who trimmed his still below, 
Had ought to do with Nannie's leer, 

I know not; this I know. 
By accident their glances met 

An equal space between ; 
As dark clouds hide tbeiigbtraug'« jet, 

Did Nannie shroud hev een — 
The sunbeams langbing dyed her face, 

With lich and rosy stain ; 
And interven'd a treble space, 

E're Nannie gieek'd again — 
The mountain dew flows round and round, 

Round goes the social smoke, 
And care, if cave they knew, is drowii'd 

In sparkling bowl and joke. 
Whilst tales are told of youthful strife. 

And bold adventure*, sung, 
Till veterans on the verge of life 

Deem they again are young. 
No fetters curb the free-born mind, 
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Not clog the bounding heart ; 
Their mirth flows free as flows the wind 

That mocka all powers of art ; 
It flows as flow their tnoaotain streams — 

A torrent loud and eti'ong — 
Till Art-A-Friel au audience claims — 

TheD niii-th makes way for song. 



SONG— "THE MILLER OF MALIN." 
I, 

Kow all ye good i^eople, I pray leoii an ear 5 

I won't keep you long if you're willing to hear ; 

A wonder of wondei's I mean to expoun' : 

There'f! a miller that's honest, resides at Mill Town ; 

With a word of hia moath he will banish the dumps; 

Has euros for the chin coagh, the measels and mumps ; 

The qninsy, the colic, the toothache that jumps. 
All these has the miller of Malin ; 
Then drink to tlie miller of Malin, 
What never was known in old Inishowen, 
There's an honest good miller in Malin. 

II. 

The uight before last, as I rode from the Pair, 
With a drop in my head, on my bonnie grey mare, 
Two women — my neighbors — did talk, I'll be bouo'; 
And they talk'd <<f the miller that lives at Mill Town. 
Says Betty to Riddy, 'twas just at New Year, 
He baked me the Bunnock and bid me good cheer ; 
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My apron— she whispered something in her ear. 
God bless the old milter of Malin ; 
Then drink to the miller of Maiin. 
What never was known in old Inishoweo, 
There's an honest good miller in Malin. 

III. 

Atkl there's Katy Collins tliiit lives at Iho rock, 
Shi! told me wee Jamie was sick with the pock ; 
His throat if. was sore, not a drop would go down 
riU she went to the miller that lives at ^i]\ Town ; 
He asked for three bottles, unlicens'd and p\ire; 
She brought him the best — he drank one at tho door, 
The sicker the Bairaie, the harder the cura 

So answered the miller of Malin ; 

Then drink to the miller of Malin. 

What never was known in old Inishowen, 

There's an honest good miller in Malin. 

IV. 

Fiiuud Katy, says he, and be pinched her right aim ; 
Tell no one the secret, 'twould banish the chai-m, 
These bottles I bury, must never be foun' ; 
Then took he, that miller of bonnie Mill Town, 
Tlie empty black bottle, and held to the spont 
Where a hole in the race Jet the mill water out; 
Here's ready relief, and a cure without doubt. 

'Twas thus spoke the miller of Malin 5 

Then drink to the miller of Malin. 

What never was known in old Inishowen, 

There's an honest good miller in Malin. 
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y. 

And Peggy Gillespie, this story does tell ; 
Before elie got married to Dave at the well, 
Imagined her Davie grew cold and iinsonn' ; 
So {the went to the milier that lives at Mill Town ; 
Oh I miller, a maiden from aoiTow to save, 
From sorrow that's leading her fast to her gi'ave, 
Tell what shall T do to restore me my Dave. 
Tell me, honest miller of Malin ; 
Then drink to to the miller of Malin, 
What never was known in old Inishowen, 
There's an honest good millev in Malin. 

VI. 

He look'd on iier cheeks, they were liollow and w! 
He gazed in her eyes, and examined her hau' ; 
He gathered eaeh shadow, and noted it down, 
All this did the miller of bonnie Mill Town ; 
I know of a potion wonid Davy restore 
To love, till the days of his conrtship be o'er, 
But win him, and wed him, a thousand times moTi 
He'll rue. Said the miller of Malin ; 
Then drink to the miller of M;\lin, 
What never was known in old Inishowen, 
There's an honest good miller in Malin. 

VII. 

I see by the crosses impressed on your palm, 

A fairy has rifled yoar lips of there balm, 

Three kisses unblighted, thy maiden-hood orown : 
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Lack arday, says the miUev that lives at Mill Town ; 
The first is a father's, my father is dead. 
A miller that's honest and owds a grey head, 
And has bairna of his own, he may take it instead. 

Then kissed her ; the millei' of Maiin ; 

Then drink to tlie miller of Malin. 

Wliat never was known ia old Inishowen, 

There's an honest good miller in Malin. 

VIIL 

The next ia a mother's, A mother I've norie ; 
Nor sist«r, nor brother — I'm lonely and lone. 
Give me, who did ne'er on the fatherless frown, 
That kiss; says the miller that lives at Mill Town. 
Now woe, boiinio lassie, the direst of woe, 
If you upon mortal the last one bestow — 
Be he lover bo kind, be he fiiend, be he foe. 

So said the old mUler of Malin ; 

Then drink to the miller of Malin. 

What never was known in old Inishowen, 

There's an honest good miller in Malin. 

IX. 

So keep it and care it ; unlucky the day 
For Peggy, if willing she give it away, 
'Till a bride at the aitar ; so fate bas writ down. 
And so says the miller of honnie Mill Town. 
Now Davy and Peggy long wedded they be ; 
She's a bird on her breast and a bairn by her knee. 
And a tear will aye peep frae the tail of her ee 
When you speak of the miller of Malin ; 
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Then drink to the miller of Malin. 
What never was known in old IniahoweD, 
Thei-e'e an honest gootl miller in JVIalin, 



If any be hairnless who hearken my tale, 
Send your wife to the mill with a melder* of meal ; 
Let her measure the toll in the skirt of her gown, 
And give to vhe miller that lives at Mill Town. 
He'll bako her a Bunnook a housewife may eat ; 
If Duncan's not hen pecked — I'll wager my jjfite — 
In less than a year, or the miller'a a cheat, 
OldMannes, the miller of Malin. 

So here's to the miller of Malin ; 

The witty o!d miller of Malin. 

What never was known in old Iniahowen, 

There's an honest good mOler in Malin, 

Old Gorey's deepest eavei-na rang 

With echoes loud and long, 
When Art gave o'er ; for every tongue 

Proclaimed his " health and song ;" 
And hands grasped hands in heart's dchght. 

That oft, in days of yore, 
When blood was tip in factious fight, 

Reeked with each other's gore. 
But feud of clan, of kin, of creed, 

Lies buried here to-day, 
And friendly speech and peaceful deed, 

Inspire each clansman grey ; 
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Fiill ffarm their heart's bet-t feelings flow, 

And mirth resonndH amain, 
Till Alt bids all, their mirth forego, 

And list a maiden's straiD. 
Close clinging to lior father's chair, 

And gleeking down tho glen ; 
O'Donnel's youtlifu! daughtei' thei'e 

Beguiles lliese aged men. 



I. 

The thrush sat silent on the bough, 

That sweetly sang the live-long day ; 
The flocks lay sleeping on the knowe. 

Whilst day light softly stoic away. 
My heart was ^ad, I may not say 

"What sorrow ruled my bosom then ; 
When 'neath the twilight's gentle ray, 

I wandered up to Killian glen. 

II. 

I marked the daisy on the green, 

I maik'd the primrose iii the dell ; 
The cowslips 'ueatli tlie hazel screen. 

The hawthorn's bloom, and sweet bhie-1 
Soft was the charm that sooUiing fell, 

And ruled my pensive bosom then ; 
But flower more bright, and fonder spell, 

My heart allur'd to KUlian glen. 

20 
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III. 

Her form ia like an angel, fair ; 

Hor cheeks aie blooming as tbe rose ; 
AvoTind her snow-white neck, her hair 

In silken ringlets sportive flows ; 
Her eye beam cnrtain'd in repose, 

Rewards my warm and wUder'd ken ; 
But soon those nprais'cl lids disclose 

A daKzling ray iii Killiao glen. 

IV. 

Oh ! were I king on England's tbrone, 

Or monarch grand of mighty Spain ; 
Or did I all the riches own, 

The famed Fenivian mines contain ; 
I'd barter all, ten times again, 

And deem my treasure priceless then 5 
To win my honnie blue eyed Jane, 

The lovely flower of Killian glen. 

Tia said that music's magic spell. 
Can Hmooth the brow of care ; 
Suspend, uplii'ted weapon fell, 
Of savage, in the air. 
Allure the serpent from the fen, 
And blunt his barbed sting ; 
Delay the tiger in his den, 
Yea, charm the forest king : 
But music, all thy power is vain, 
Vain is thy Heaven born ar-t, 
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To soothe the raokliug love !ovn pain 

In alighted rival's hGart. 

Kow tender was the maiden's lay 

Aa maiden's lay might be ; 

And aged men were there to say, 

'Twas sweetest melody ; 

Still passion's fievce, and tlionghts noblest, 

And haughty high disdain, 

Broke Duncan Stuart's bosom'w rest 

Wljilst Nannie sung her strain. 

For rumour did a tale declare. 

And spread it far and wide, 

That he, to Killian's Jeannie fair. 

Made suit last Lainmas tide ; 

But sued in vain, and since that hour, 

Within his breast, a flamo, 

AH tender throbs consumes, whose power, 

Not music's eharrns may tame. 

At yonder festive board, no right 

Of guest^ may Duncan show ; 

Yet of the revelers in sight, 

Much he desired to know : 

But not till Nannie's tender song 

Had prob'd his wounds anew, 

Gained he the resolution strong 

To join the gallant crew. 

Brave Duncan Stuart welcome here. 

The Host rejoicing said ; 

Kose at that name a mighty cheer, 

And rose each hoary head. 

Fill up, Auld Rabin Lindsey ciied. 
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Brave Duncan, fill your glasa : 

The toast is Andy CampbeU's biide, 

Once Killian'a lovely lass. 

As looks the eagle when the croiv 

Pi'esumptuons mars his way, 

As warrior's eyes, unworthy foe, 

Witli deepest acorn survey, 

So Duncan's ejes Add Rabin view, 

And all who stand around ; 

Then in a bowl of mountain dew, 

His rising choler drown'd, 

I wud na' gie' my bonny ewe. 

He muttered forth in scorn, 

That's milking in the fauld below. 

For a' the women born ; 

Put L to ass, and there's a Lass, 

Alas, "there's something wrong. 

Come fill once more each man bis glass, 

In honor of my song ; 

The revelers 'round the table drew, 

And poar'd the potent flood, 

Dunean his brawny anna out threw 

Above, like beams of wood ; 

With one he pointed down the gleu. 

Where steams his niovintahi still ; 

Loud o'er the roar of mirthful meis, 

His song alai'ms the hill. 
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"THE BONNIE BLACK EWE." 



The lover may liken his simpering maid 

To a bright summer primrose in dew-drops array'd, 

And gossips cry, joy and good fortune betide, 

On the morn of their marriage, both bvidogroom and 

The bridal wreath's, bonnie and fragi'ant, I own, 
But thorna will be found when the blossoms are flown, 
For beauty is fleeting, and love will grow cold, 
Like the ray of the sun when the summer is old ; 
Then husband who's henpeck'd, and darna' complain. 
Would you ken what would light«n your pettycoat 

pain'? 
Lest Betty might hear it, I'll whisper it low : 
Drink the milk that I draw from my boniiie black ewe. 
Singing fol de rol, lol do rol, ee. 

U. 

The priost of the parish will tell you at mass, 
To banish my ewe's milk and w;ed you a lass ; 
The Padre is wise, and by the same rule, 
If he practised his preaching, I'd ca him a fool ; 
Our minister tells us at prayer-meeting time. 
To dilnk to excess in a damnable crime ; 
If to lie on ones back, one must hold by the gi'onnd. 
The same is a drunkard — that docti-ine is sound; 
And tbe pardon who prays and oppresses by turns, 
Now drives for his tithes, now our ignorance monrns, 
20" 
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234 THE priae's curse. 

Still nurses the gont in his loyal big toe, 
With the milk that I draw from ray bonnic black ewe, 
Singing i'ol de rol, lol de rol, ee. 

III. 

My ewe is tlie pride of the mountain and dale. 
She comes in her season and Iambs without fail ; 
I give lier good hire, both of bai'ley and corn. 
And free fiow^ the milk, like a sti'eam thro' hei- ho™ ; 
When the mists oii the brae bid the wolves leave tlieii- 

den, 
I watch the red prowlera and keei.i them In ken ; 
In the mivk o' the night I am ay by hev side ; 
I love her more dear than the bridegroom his bride, 
For jari'ing and jealousy often prevail. 
If Rab be a churl, or Betty be frail ; 
And Betty and Rabin, as -all of you know. 
Love the milk that I draw from ray bonnie black ewe. 
Singing, fol de rol, loi de rol, ee, 

The banquets bursting swelling flame, 

The muse must here forego ; 

Imperfect art, and spirit tame, 

And langnage drill and slow, 

Image the rushing roaring streams. 

That round its circle run ; 

As faint as Cynthia's eclips'd beams. 

Portray the glorious sun. 

Yet long they held rude revehy 

On Gorey's grassy side ; 

And bountiful the feast, and liigh. 
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THEPBIAE'eODKStt. 235 

Now view its ebbing tide ; 

The smoking trenchers, all are gone, 

Gone all the vaiiod elieer ; 

The goblet, fiaak and bowl alone, 

In files confused, appe<ar ; 

Like foremost rank of Berried host, 

At cloBe of battle's day ; 

They faithful keep their fated poj-t, 

Tho' brofce their fair ai'ray. 

Ye etrangei-s to onr glens, who deem 

Fi-om my unpolished song; 

That actions rade, alone be seem, 

Tliese men of impulse strong ; 

Know ye, that 'neath the roughest i'ind, 

Is core the sweetest found. 

That gems, whose mildest sparkles blind 

Hide in ungainly ground. 

That craggy hiil and mountain stern, 

And^ moorland bleak and drear, 

Have nooks where bloom the li'agrant fern, 

Mild heath and primrose fair, 

Behold I e'vn now those veterans rude, 

Of vailing ci-eed and race, 

Their heads down bowed, their hearts subdued ; 

Of boisteroas mirth rto trace, 

For Mary's bai-p in tones of woe. 

Thrills to the magic stroke ; 

And calm as yonder lake below, 

The sounds that late awoke ; 

It was as sweet and sad an air, 

As harper ever played ; 
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Lament, and argnish, yea despair, 

Each spell-bouTid ear invade. 

O'Dorinel asks, to air so wild, 

Are thei-e no words tielongl 

All 1 they are ead repliod his child, 

A Royal captive's song. 

Our festal day, 'twould mar and waip, 

Sach anguish there ia blent ; 

Oh ! aitig they cry. She woke the harp 

Aod aang the aad lament. 



LAMENT OP THE CAPTIVE QUEEN. 
I, 

Ah ! me, a weary captive, what avails, 

That my salt tears, like ocean's endless flow. 

In tide perpetual rise; My siglis in gales 
Swell to high Heaven, freighted with giievoiis woe ; 

The morning sun from nature's virgin face. 

Steals the fond tear drops with his warm caress, 

Alas, no radiant beams my tears erase, 
Ah I me, sad hapless Queen in bitterness, 
All desolate and lone, I son-ow to excess. 

IL 

Oh ! cruel tyrant, from my regal brow, 
With ruthless hand, you tore my diadem, 

And since your hour of triumph, until now. 
My anguish mock, my plaintive cry contemn ; 

You bid me banish from my anguish'd mind 
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Mj early'love, siill partner of my woe, 
And turn to thee. Does the poor stricken hind 
'J'uvii to the hound, the tuitle to the crow, 
I to thy foal cnihracc ? No, violator, no. 

HI. 

'RefL of my hirthvight dowei', my fair domain 
To tbemen parcell'd, who in blood delight; 

IVIy castles levcl'd, their defendoi's alain, 
My children murdei'ed in their mother's eight ; 

Rich shrines despoiled, fair temples overtum'd, 
Or prostituted to some purpose vUe ; 

Oh I sainted martyrs, yoa who long sojourned 
With me in bondage drear; youi' hallow'd pile 
Behold I unholy rites the sacred fanes defile. 

IV. 

Ah 1 wi^etched me, by I'oyal birth a queen, 

My foJ'mer glory mocks my present care. 
What am I now I To think what I have been — 

My hands I wring, my heart sinks in despair i 
Commerce inviting to each busy mart, 

And fleets nnnumbei-'d liast'ning to the call j 
Religion, science, and her sister art. 

Adorning, guiding, sanctifying all ; 

Did g!ory fikc to mine e'er set 'nealh dju'ker pa 



The rebel ocean, ceaseless in its roar, 

Harsh, hoarse and angiy, leaguing with my foo. 
My fair Armadas, from a friendly shore, 
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Burieci in nttOT ruin ; woe on woe. 
The chains I wear are eating out my life, 

My heart la sick and sad, my eonl no rest 
Thro' the long di'eai'y day of hopeless eti'ife, 

And drearier night of elaveiy unblest, 

Doth havbor as of old ; gt'ief ever is her guest. 

VI. 

Te heavens that o'er me frown, what, have I done 
That from my vision you your radiance veil ? 

My won^b prolifo bore no recreant son, 
No daughter nurtured I whose virtnea fail. 

Oh ! look with pity on a mother's pains. 
Thou to whose fiat still I bend the knee ; 

■Oh keep me faithful, tho' my life blood drains, 
My martyr'd ohildren's agony to see, 
Ev'n tho' the crown be mine thou gai 



Oh, wayward, wild, presumptuous muse, 

Too weak thy artless hand 

To image music's mighty spell 

On that Bt-ern, eilent band. 

Come thou where flowers the sweetest wave, 

Beneath the foliage bright ; 

Come where the thmsh and linnet sing, 

From moi-n h\\\ dewy night ; 

Come where on bowers more fresh and fair, 

Has summei-'s sun ne'er shone, 

Or lovere stole, love's tales to tell, 

And love's fond empire own ; 

Come thou where nature's beauties reign, 
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These rightfully belong 

To nature's own nnlntor'd child ; 

Awake thy softef song. 

Whilst yet, the niaiclen's minstrel power, 

The banquet ruled ; to Gorey's bower 

Glentogher'e maid, her footsteps tm'ued, 

And for her absent lover mourned. 

Tho' joy resounds on hill and vale, 

And fragrant odors freight the gale ; 

The tears well np in Ellen's eyes, 

And in her bosom sobs arise. 

Till breaking forth in plaintive song, 

She owns the cares her bosom throng. 



SONG. 
I. 

The day is now declining love, 

The hour of hope ia gone; 
My soul in grief repining love, 

I wander here alone. 
Bright flowers unfold their freshest bloom, 

The breeze is freighted with perfume, 
Sweet voiees cheer the dell and gi'ove, 

But I still jnourn my absent love, 

II. 

I came at early morning love, 

I sought the trysting tree ; 

Again at eve's vetmiiiiig love, 
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I wateh and wait for Ihce. 
I hear tho thrash's voice elate, 

I seo his love enraptured mate ; 
Her qiiiveiing wiugs, !ier transijort prove, 

Yet, I still mourn my absent love. 

III. 

These flowers I cull, are grieving love, 

Their tears, my breast bodew, 
They feel its wild upheaving love. 

They know it thi-obs for you. 
Oh ! oorae and bid my sorrows flee, 

The birds are singing merjilie, 
They sing to mock yon lonely dove, 

That mourns like me, its absent love. 

A coming footfall wand'fing near, 
The singer paused, in hope and fear, 
Perhaps 'tis he, her longing breast 
In silentlhought, the hope confessed. 
All instant more, and from the glade 
Our youthful hero forth essayed. 
Ah, fair enchantress, weaving spells 
For wanderers in these fairy della 1 
He press'd her hand, faowitchiug Fay, 
How many hearts have bled to-dayl 
She answered, blushing, all my art 
Has fail'd to reach one stubborn lieart ; 
Wild fi'om tho mark flew ev'ry sliaft; 
A very hanglor'in the craft, 
To cupid's arts I'll bid farewell. 
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THE PRIA.E S C TJ E S E . 

And BchooS my heart in peace to dwell ■, 
To thee, love's bold, defiant foe, 
I here resign this useless bow. 
Dissembler fair, the youth replies, 
What of the srchery of thine eyes? 
Though thou resign the bowman's art, 
These hold no truce with mortal heart. 
Ellec, too, conscious of their eway, 
All blushes, tum'd her gaze away; 
(Jonfosed, abashed,. the cartain drew, 
And veil'd the radiant orbs from view. 
Then loud ai-ose the wassai! cry, 
Laughter and song and revelry ; 
What mei'iy band Jiolds revel near ? 
What 1 Ellen cries, didst thou not heai- 
Of gath'ring of the mountain men 
At "Hugh O'Donneirp, in the glen? 
Old Art, the sage of Carramore, 
Deep read in our prophetic lore ; 
Ogham and script he quotes at will, 
From Drnid priest to Oolumb Kille ; 
Before these patriai'cbs, grave and bold, 
The Friar's mystic curse uaroll'd; 
Show'd clear as sun illumes the sky, 
l\i!filimoDt of tlie prophesy. 
This day, the twenty-fourth of June, 
The clansmen's long neglected boon — 
When heirless chiefs their scepters yield, 
Or rival leaders take the field ; 
Restor'd their ehieftian's foi-mer sway. 
They hold high festival to-day ■ 
21 
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And never yet this mountain band 
Obeyed more gallant chiefs (loiumand. 
Now, rnmor says, since Chi^etmas tide, 
That chief is oft by Mary's side ; 
And well 1 note ber radiant eye 
More brightly beams whilst he is nigh, 
And well believe, her breast returns 
The tender flame his bosom barjia ; 
Now hark ! the miiisti-el maideu's sti'aio : 
She wakes the song of love again. 
Deep, Ellen proh'd the stranger's breast, 
That long had harbored love's unrest ; 
And well she played her subtle pai-t, 
To reach the secret of his heart ; 
For, as she closed her specious tale 
His youthful brow, shoae sad and pale, 
The ruined hopes of long, Jong years, 
O'eiflowed bis soul, whore true love eeara, 
And riots o'er the ruined fane ; 
Yet not a word betrayed his pain, 
Lag:jart she cries I 1 mouiii tby fate, 
He woo'a to loose, who woo's too late, 
Let hope within thy breast expu'e ; 
The mountain chief — is Mary's sire. 
He stood unmoved, the sudden shock 
Of shattered hopes, hfee i-ifted rock ; 
But tears came stealing to his eyes. 
When Ellen spoke her fond aurpriso. 
Ah 1 cruel maid, he now replied, 
I own the flame I cannot hide. 
Yet far beyond thine aim, thy dai't 
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Fell on my wonndecl gvieyiiig heart. 
Yon lonely tottering roofless shed, 
Has canopied, my infant head ; 
This lovely hill in years gone by, 
Has echoed ray exuknnt ciy. 
Oil in the long bright balmy hours, 
Have I traversed its verdant bowers, 
Oft called its floweva in summer's pride, 
Aiid sported oft in yonder tide. 
Tho' doomed in distant lands to roam 
My heart clnng to its eai'ly home. 
Whilst absence, gilding each rnde'spot, 
The davlc ravine, the fairy grot, 
Bade fanoy with enchanting power. 
Weave charms aronnd its humblest flower ; 
To crown each dream ray fancy wove, 
Of hill and dale, of late and grove; 
One gentle maid, with charms divine. 
Still soem'd to link her fate with mine, 
Love woo's me to her calm retreat, 
To lay my sorrows at her ieot. 
Surprise and doubt woke Ellen's aigh. 
As cold she made the youth reply ; 
Wliyl when beneath our humble roof. 
You, from your trea.«ure kept aloof: 
Then might you well your suit commend, 
Her father there — he was your friend ; 
What urgent hasto your footsteps woo'd? 
Or was oiir monntam home so rude. 
Nor friend — nor love — could there delay, 
Your restless wand'rings hut a d^y ? 
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And why so long — if love divine, 
Thy Eoul inspire, neglect the shrine ? 
Oh, gay deceiver ! maid will fail, 
In duty, who would trust thy tale. 
Ah ! there was other eoujicil given, 
Edmond replied, that day kind Heaven 
Restored the father to his child. 
When I misled — His ti'uth defiled — 
I niged him name the wand'ring gnest, 
Unknown — your generous kindness blest, 
And let mo, 'neath hia tiieudly eye, 
The conquest of her bosom try ; 
But this his guardian mind denied, 
And wounded love, and yoatliful pride. 
Thus ho decreed — A father's care. 
And right paternal, first would share 
The maiden secrets of her breast, 
Lest I intrude on chosen guest, 
And by the charms of cliildhood'a claim, 
Or wealth, that gilds my youthful fame, 
Might warp the yielding heart to guile, 
And ti'ue love's temple fair defile. 
If Mai7's bi'east to love betray'd, 
By her own choice, was captive made. 
So would her father me advise. 
And I my claims must sacrifice. 
By honor bound, I pledged my hand, 
To flee at once my native land. 
And in ray home of wealth and pride. 
Beyond the sea, my passion chide ; 
If still hev miiiden breast were free. 
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Ah on the day she wept wilh rae, 
When my old imrse with blcedhig heart, 
Tore our eofolding avras apart, 
Then I were free — Oh ! blissful boon, 
This four and twentieth day of June, 
In ancient gorey's fairy glen 
My suit to press, tho' banu'd till then ; 
And he, tho sea^et unbotray'd 
Of my nativity, would aid 
My tender claims, wbcn home'a ewuet rest 
Restoi-'d to bliss his weary breast. 
Whilst tales of other lands beguiled, 
His treasures twain, and partner mild, 
Tales of fierce hosts in deadly strife, 
Of captive houre and peril'd life ; 
Bat brighter still, of gen'rous deed 
By foeman ; in his direst need. 
Ah, who but those who loved as well 
As I, can of my anguish tell ? 
Whfn by my compact bouud and bann'd, 
I mutely Itissed her virgin liand ; 
And hurrying down Glentogher'e side, 
Abandon'd bliss at Christmas tide. 
Now, gentle Ellen, find some way 
Thy absent cousin to waylay, 
And to my venture lend thine aid. 
Forgive, forgive me, Ellen said. 
In my light jest I never dream'd 
That thou wert other than you seem'd ; 
A waif, by winds adverse delay'd, 
A star that from its orbit stray'd, 
21* 
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Wheru yonder nmlet glides unseen, 
Beneath tbe poplar's silver screen, 
Close by the beach, a charming bower — 
I'll wile her there at vesper hour. 
Bnt see, she cornea, our ambueh plann'5 ; 
I'll meet you by the lakelet's strand. 
Edmond descended Gorey'a bowers, 
But Ellen stoop'd to gather ilowers, 
TwioiDg a WJeath of richest bloom. 
And working charms for Mary's doom. 
'Twas thus the fair magician's ai't 
Wove tender toils to snare the heart. 



1. 

He said he would make mo a lady of state, 

With a palfrey to ride and a page to attend ; 
I would live in a castle all lordly and great, 

With a moat to surround it and keep to defend. 
He told he'd deck me in tissue of gold, 

And promised to love me and make mo his bride ; 
But I thought of the days of my childhood — And cold 

O'er my heart carae a chill — Oil ! I deem'd I'd have 



The cottage of stono that was built in the Glen, 
And the pkyraate that gamboll'd with mo on 
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THE !■• R I A R ' S CURSE. 247 

Tho' humble they were— When I thonglitoi them then, 
He could not have won me to make me a Queen ; 

The walls are in ruin and naked the roof, 
And the playmate that loved me is far fav away ; 

Oh 1 I'm weaving a web that, has lovo for its woof, 
And I'll wait for my true lovo a year and a day. 

The minstrel maid to whom was known. 

Each wild sweet aiv of Inishowen, 

And every ballad love inspired, 

And legend clansmen's bosom fired, 

Stopped on the daisied path to heai- 

That ditty, stranger to her ear ; 

Stopped in the shade, where roofless, lone, 

Stood ivy-mantled cot of stone, 

And whilst the fair entangler sung, 

Her cousin's heai't's-chords thrill'd and vnng, 

And childhood's hours again intrude, 

'Till tears her thoughtful eyes bedewed. 

When closed the syren's sweet refrain. 

She bade her sing it o'er again. 

That in her memory she might store, 

Those sad, sweet words, unheai'd before. 

'Tis, Ellen cried, a gipsy lay, 

I heard it sang one Bummei''s day ; 

The words are old, the air is new, 

Or else the gipsy spoke untrue. 

Then sweet the eclioes make reply, 

To song that moistens Mary's eye, 

And ere the answering echoes died, 

Fled Eilen, down the glen's green aide. 
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Behind her, Maiy still delayed, 
Then from the ivy tore a brai J ; 
Immortal leaf, truth's emblem rave, 
She cried, and twined it with her h^r ; 
I love thee moro thaa brightest floiver. 
Then sought at once the sea-side bower ; 
And when she reached Strabrcagy's shore, 
She hears the syren's yoicc once more ; 
It issues fi'oni the leafy glen. 
But from what nook, beyond her ken. 
Her song resonnditig thro' the dell, 
Had it on stranger's hearing fell, 
Doobt not, but he had told that day. 
How he had heard the mountain fay ; 
E'en Maiy's heart throbbed with surprise, 
Tho' conscious of the fair disguise. 

SOKG. 
I. 

Oh 1 ye spirits who dwell in forest and fell. 

And call this fair mountain your own. 
Elf goblin, and sprite, and i'airy so bright, 

Retire to your castles of stone. 
Haste away, haste away, for a goddess to-day, 

Descending from regions above, 
Now reigns in these bowers 'mong foliage and flowers. 

Restoring the empire of lovo. 

11. 

And pure as the flow of the waters below, 
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A damsel all lovely appears ; 
Oh, goddess t rieeree that sho bow wDto thee, 

And atone her defection in tears. 
Thou handmaid of Jove send the archer of love, 

Let him muffle his shafl^ from her eyes, 
Tho' adamant vest encircles her breast. 

At the sijrht of love's missiles she flies, 

III. 

Young hearts hdve drnrk pain, bright lips spoke in 
vain, 

And Cupid exhausted his quiver ; 
In her prowess and pride all his parlies denied, 

And a truce she has gi'anted him — never. 
Let a deep ambuscade for her bosom be laid, 

And love in strange mantle enclose him ; 
Should lie conquer to-night, that rebel so dight, 

No mortal daie henuefoiLh oppose hiin. 

She hushed her warbling to d'vide 
The leafy bonghe her covert hide, 
Shook from the canopy the dew 
That gathered there ; then passing thro', 
Bright as a sei-aph from above. 
And fj'agrant as the breath of love. 
Before her cousin took her aumA, 
And raised aloft a bozelwand, 
With flowei's entwined ; thus fancy wild 
The syren's loncful tongue beguil'd : 
Fair maiden, I come from the region of bli^, 

Where love holds his court and disposes ot hearts; 
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I've charms in ray truncheon : ii ought he amiss, 

I've cures for the heart's ache and balsam for amarlsi 
On searching the records, 'tis foand, long ago 

A germ of affection had ODtercd thy breast, 
Thou' at tenderly nni-sed it unhealthy and slow ; 

It only encnmbers the soil it possessed ; 
It needs the fond glow, loving looks can inspire, 

When eyes speak the language the lips won't confess, 
It lacks the wild passion, that love glowing fire, 

When bright lips raeot bright lipa in honeyed impress. 
So the court in its wisdom unerring, dereed, 

No longer thon'It cherish the cold pineiug sprout; 
And calls it a barren and profitless weed, 

That yon, from your bosom must quickly root out : 
Besides, there's an item on debtor account ; 

A bond for love's trihnfd, and long over due. 
The court now proposes to square the amount. 

By blotting old scorep, and bogining anew : 
But still if some tendril thy heart interlace. 

Or, conseienco thy former shortcomings upbraid ; 
Behold how the charms in my trnncheon eftace. 

Whatever the bright oomlng future would shade. 

The flow'ry wand the spoakor prest, 
Instanter 'g:iinst her cousin's breast; 
Before the blu.shing maid could apeak, 
'Tis done, she ciled 1 'tis thus we break 
The feeble bands, that folly wove, 
To bind the youthful heart from love ; 
Then loud she laughed, for wildly well 
She wove round Mary's path her spell. 



Hostec by Google 



Each wokI she spoke, distinctly fell 
Where Edmond stood, shoit epice apart, 
And wond'uDg gazed mfch tbiobbiag heart ; 
Whilst Mary's face with veiy shame 
That he should hear, was crimson flame ; 
Then with light step, and grace all glowing, 
Her long dark tresses loosely flowing ; 
Fmv Ellen sought tl\e lakelet's eti'and. 
Stuck her light scepter in the sand, 
And crowned it with a chaplet gay ; 
Then more like fahled sprite or fay, 
Than mortal child, forsook the shore, 
Sought the gi-eon shades of Goreymore ; 
And there unseen by searching eye, 
Climb'd the rnde pathway steep and high, 
Filling the air \vith melody. 

SONG. 

I, 

Mortal ! if with heart of guiie, 

Deep with lalsehood laden j 
Thou wouldst dare with iying smile, 

Woo yon lovely maiden ; 
Touch uot thou the wreath of love, 

Faii'y Angel's bound it ; 
Lest thy reckless bosom prove, 

Spirits watch around it. 

11. 

Mortal I if in distant land, 
One fond heait be mourning, 
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J for thy faithless hand, 

Waiting thy returning ; 
Touch not thou the magie coll, 

Fairy fingers hound it, 
And thy pcijuied hesut to foil, 

Spirits watoli around it, 

III. 

But if truth iind love sincere. 

Thy fond bosom swaying, 
Bid thee to the maid repair, 

Why, oh ! why, delaying ; 
Take, oh ! ^ake, the sacred crown. 

Fairy fingers bound it, 
Heaven's bright bow is bending down, 

Spirits watch ai'ouud it. 

IV. 

Ijet it grace her brow of pride. 

Spells no sprite discloses, 
In the ma^c cu-cle hide, 

Lurk beneath the roses ; 
Thine the flow'ry taliaman, 

Faijy fingers bound it, 
Dread no danger, fear no ban, 

Sjniita watch aronnd it. 
She ceased her song, yet higher still, 
'Mid foliage bright climbed the Btocp hill, 
Culling the flowers now wet with dew, 
That all along lier pathway grew, 
Till far above the liazel screen. 
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Her light steps trod the turf so gi'een ; 
Where soft the suobeams sweetly smil'd 
Bright welcome to fond nature's child. 
And scene more fair the wond'ring maid 
Deem'd mortal eye had ne'er survey'd. 
Far down betow, and luU'd to sleep, 
Lay fair Strabveagy, calm and deep, 
Where natui'e in her summer dress 
Gazes on her own loveliness. 
Lit by the setting sun's fair beams, 
The lake a polished minor seems ; 
And hill and dale and cottage lone, 
And hamlet fair, aa truly shone 
Within its ciystal bosom bright 
As in the sunbeam's living light, 
Where great Slieve Snaght so queenly roars 
Her crest high o'er her prond compeers. 
Beyond Strabreagy'e sheltered bay. 
To warn the mariner away. 
Old Knockam my'a rampaits rear 
Their frowning battlements in air, 
Whilst hoary ocean's surging swell 
'Gainst beach and ben and barrier, fell 
With fearful force and thundering soand, 
Shaking the cliffs for miles around. 
With streamers gay and crowded sail, 
One lonely bai'k wooes~tbe light gale ; 
Naught else, far as the wand'ring eye 
Might westward range, but sea and sky. 
This wond'rous scene, so fair and rade, 
In rapture wild the maiden view'd — 
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Lake, hill and sfey, and sea and plain, 
She seann'd them o'er and o'er again 
In silent wonder. Oh I I stand 
In very deed oq fairy land, 
She cried, at last, and Gorey bright, 
I'll be thy fiiivy Queen this night. 

SONG. 
I. 

Since Oughie no longer your fealty claims. 

Ye spirits so gentle, make haste to fulfill 
The behesta of your Queeu; on the sun's slanting beams 

Ride around, ride ai'onnd, all this bonnle bright hill, 
And pause, as you pass on your chaiiot of Sre, 

To peep in each dingle, each dell and ravine, 
And gift with some charm that mortals insph-e, 

The posies, whose perfume now blesses your Queeu. 

II. 

'Tis done, mighty Empress, my subjects reply, 

Ble^t cheerfulness, beams in the primrose's bloom j 
Chaste prudence illumines the daisy's mild eye, 

The blue-bell of meelcness exhales the perfume. 
The butter cnp purity's jewel innrns, 

Rememb'rance the violet ti'casures unseen ; 
The lily wit!i odors of sanctity burns, 

Wii've done all thy biddhig, what further.great Queeu? 

III. 

And the rose hud forgotten, the brightest and best, 
'Tis sacred to love, cries each hoveling elf; 
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Now fold yonr bright piBions my fatdes atid rest, 
I prize it'eo dearly, Fll bless it myself. 

Here's faithful affecUou, confidiug snd trne, 
And gentle forgiveness, so holy and sheen ; 

And hope ever pointing to happiness new. 

These blessings receive from yonr fond faii-y Queer 

IV. 

Oh I happy the lover who waudei-a to-night 

And gathers the blossoms, so ^fted and rare ; 
And happy the bosom, receives with delight 

The chaplet love places on temples more fair. 
Behold 1 the blest emblem, I've broken the tborn, 

TJoiled the rose bad and ivy so green ; 
At the close of life's day, love as fresh as the mora, 

I promise — for I am love's own fairy Queen. 

V. 

Then gather bright posies, ye lovers ro true, 

The primrose and daisy and lily so fair: 
The butter-cup bright, and the violet blue, 

Whose fragance like incense ascends on tlie air. 
The rose with its blush, and the bonny blue-bell, 

That sheds like to virtue, its odors unseen ; 
Oh I weave me a wreath, and I'll weave you a spell. 

All potent in love ; I'm the great fairy Queen. 

The singer stooped to cull a flower. 
That bloomed within the rustio bower ; 
And whilst the bnd she strove to bind 
Her soaring fancy's wing coniined. 
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Not hev's tte voioe thai \7akes again, 
The echoes wild— Another strain, 
As fond, yet more impassioned still, 
Comes gently down the enchanted hill. 



Great Queen of these bowers, I've culled the bright 
flowers, 

And a wreath for my true love I'm weaving ; 
But sadness and care to my bosom repair. 

For my long absent loved one I'm grieving ; 
Ah ! tell, gentle thy, has she wander'd this wayj 

Her tears I can trace on these roses ; 
All fragrant and warm, her breath comes to charm ; 

The breeze, her soft sighing discloses. 

II, 

B'ly soul's guiding star, long hidden afar, 

My pathway is darksome and dreary ; 
Long watching in v^n, its returning ag£un, 

t wander, dejected and weary ; 
My flocks insecure, roam the Cloghan's wild moor, 

Their shepherd distressed aud down-hearted, 
Abandons his fold, to seek treasure untold ; 

For the night it is long since we parted. 

IH. 

Oh 1 say, gentle Queen, if a maid thou hast seen, 
Whose brow than the snow-ball is brighter ; 
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Her cheek's blooming flash, mocks the wild loee'sblui 

Her footsteps, a faify's not lighter ; 
Her eye's mildest epavb, 'neath their fringes no darlt, 

A cold icy breast would act burning, 
With love's fond desire, my bosom on ftre, 

Its long absent love-light is mourning. 

As Novice in unholy art, 
From the blight world retired apart, 
His Cabaiistic secrets tries, 
And bids some pleasing shade arise, 
With horror, views a monster fell 
Approach, he knows no lore to quell. 
So Ellen, when the tender lay, 
First came adown the mountain way, 
Deemed goblin surely mocked her song. 
And grief and awe her bosom throng j 
In haste her eager eyes survey' d, 
The ivied rock in upland glade, 
Where Oughie in the mountain hold 
Held his high kingly court of old. 
Now down the leafy mountain's dell, 
To sue for aid, her glances fell, 
Bnt Gorey's bold projecting side. 
The wand'ring ray cast in the tide. 
Then gath'ring courage from despair. 
She backward fiuog her (lowing hah'. 
Against a mountain popilar leaning. 
Far up the liill her vision straining ; 
Her white hands clasp'd, seem'd to await, 
All motionless, impending fate, 
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But soon the lover's plaintive lay 

Lit in her heart a hopeful i-ay, 

Chasing her gloomy fears away ; 

On her soft cheek the lily fair 

No lOBgei" droops all pallid there, 

Bright rosy tints her features grace, 

And smiles beam o'er her radiant face. 

But when, with mourniiil cadence, stole 

The oloiiing stanza on her soul, 

Her fluttering bosom's Bnowy swell, 

Like ocean billows, rose and fell ; 

So wild, so warm, love's promptings cnme. 

Her lipa, tho' softly, breath'd Me name. 

Oh 1 magic word ! oh ! welcome sound I 

Her Cahir heai'S ; with manly bound 

O'erleaps the rocky barrier there. 

And kneels before the mdden fair. 

Her timid hand, with down-cast eyes, 

She gives, and bids her love arise j 

And vo da of wel ome va m sincere. 

She mu n btohsiajt d ear. 

Joy ot mj 1 ie began the awa n. 

Oh huu i bl se resto ea again 

To my lone \ ith my ingel bright. 

Whose absent n le li" es 1 eiry night. 

Ol Ellen 1 t thj long delay 

F om I r wd 1 m nta n lau 1 away. 

Doomed me to i any in hou of pain 

And onely lo 1 g i am 

Ten ll nit nes thy el o le dear, 

1 1 a tl b ea t 1 1 th u n'at cheer ; 
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My treasure fond, my bosom's gem, 

Receive the gifted diadem, 

And all a heart so long thine own, 

Has left to give, deep faith alone; 

Oh I neer before a wreath so rare, 

Pressed maiden's brow— and brow more fair 

Ne'er blushed beneath the fragrant blows, 

That love on loving maids bestows ; 

Her soft cheek rivals now the rose, 

Whilet those fair drooping lids disguise, 

The tears np-woUing in her eyes. 

But oh ! that tender look expressed 

Far more than words-— lo Cahir's breast ; 

Hei' fairy hand he fondly pressed 

In both hia own, with hope and foar, 

Kissed Jrom her cheek the truant tear, 

That love awoke — Then murmured low, 

The tender tale none else may know. 

But there ai-e those cao guess ; 

And Ellen's answer, when it came, 

O'ei^pread her face with warmer flame, 

And did her shepherd bless : 

" Thine own, dear Cahir, ever thine." 

Oh I long may mutual love entwine 

Its silver cord like this, 
Around their hearts, when worldly cares, 
Life's stern turmoil, the tempter's snai'es, 

Assail connubial biiss. 
May Heaven sustain in danger's ilay, 
With faith and !iope, their futuru way, 

And Ellen's emblem rare, 
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The thornless rose, the ivy green, 
Love, bright, uutailing, warm, serene, 

Be thine, fond, happy pair. 
Thus speaks the muse her fond farewell, 
Descending Gorey's faii-y dell, 
Where silent, sweet Strabreagy Hows, 
Whose banks a kindred scene disclose. 
Fair Goreymore how sweetly rang. 
Thy bosom wild, whilst Ellen sang ; 
All placid now tliine echoes rest. 
Ah I how unlilie that youthful breast, 
Where hope and fear alternate rise. 
As he, love's ha|j and hazard tries. 
To the soft shades of Goreymore, 
The bright, enchaiated wreath he bore. 
Where Mary, blushing, gave hei' hand, 
And welcomed him to fairy land. 
Tet sure, she cried, since thou has"t seen 
And heard the witching Faiiy Queen, 
Hai-sh on the ear, and cold and rude, 
Must grosser sights and sounds intrude ; 
Yet, well believe all spells apai-t, 
The voice is echo to the heart. 
Was ever mortal blest as I ? 
The youthful stranger made reply ; 
Was ever Fay so bright before, 
Or land enchanting as this shore, 
Or hour, by oracle foretold. 
By more propilicus signs controll'd ? 
See, I have brav'd the dmgon's glare. 
And won the gifted wreath so rare. 
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Where spells, io blow and leaf aii; wove, 
And guardian epirils ward in love, 
Lest guile the saei-ed circle press, 
Or angbtbnt loveliest loveliness, 
And pure as bright, the crown receive, 
That laiiy fingers deign'd to wenve. 
He placed the wreath with tendci' care 
On Mary's blushing brow — swetl, fair, 
My oi'deal past, I now await 
Within the magic hall of fate, 
Whei'e she, before whose tbi'ote I stand, 
My weal or woe holds in her hand. 
He gain'd her hand his suit to prpss. 
But Mary's watchful tenderaesa, 
Mourning the flame unconscious fanu'd 
By her fond charms, withdrew her band. 
Nay, rather flee this faiiy dell, 
And rend the frail, iUusive spell. 
The wild enchantress weaves around 
Intruders on forbidden ground, 
She said, and backward fled the shade, 
With wistful look the hill surveyed. 
Now, potent Queen, forbear to blame 
If I invoke thy awful name ; 
A youth to fiee,iu fatal hour, 
Attracted to thy sacred bower. 
Now i-nled by thy bewitching powei'. 
Ellen ! the blushing maiden cried, 
Ellen 1 the caverned hill replied, 
And mountain sprites unseen, proclaim, 
Fi'oin keep to keep the tuneful name ; 
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But from the prized auxiliary, 
To Mary came no auswering cry. 
Foiled by the Fair — but not dismayed, 
Edmoud forsalses the leafy shade, 
And where the ripplea kiss the strand, 
He gMus once more her treasured hand ; 
Yes I charmer of my heart, I own, 
A potent spell is ronnd me thrown ; 
But Maiy, 'twas thy guileless art. 
That wove the spell thsit rules my heart ; 
Oh 1 rule it still, bewitching fdr, 
Oh 1 still let me ray fetters wear ; 
I woald not rend of that fond chain, 
Thyself has forged, one link to gain 
Earth's brightest crown — Then let me tel 
The hopes thy captive's bosom swell. 
Oh I spare me,, cried the blushing fair, 
Brave, generous youth, thy snit forbeai-, 
A father's life in peril saved, 
At risk of thine — A home bereaved. 
Its every hope with gloom o'ercast. 
By thee restored to bliss at last ; 
Our hearts our benefactor bless. 
And own then.' deep indebtedness ; 
A debt so great, our latest day, 
Can never, never half repay. 
Alas I the tender boon you crave. 
Unworthy I, to be your slave. 
Too lately has my breast betrayed 
Its hopes by former memory's swayed; 
I dare not act untruthfLil part, 
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THE PBIAK S CURSE. 

I cannot school my wayward heart. 

Hev face with crimson blushes dyed. 

She turned away, her teai's to bide; 

Then Mary flret became aware, 

Of other witness to her care, 

And feelinga sti-ong, beyond control, 

Oppressed her sad, afftighted soul. 

For busy rumors tidings spread, 

Long since, that Hannah Bawn was dead ; 

She loved in life her kind!y face, 

But now she flees her sought embrace. 

And Mary's scream the hill alarms. 

Whilst rushing in the stranger's arms. 

Kay, gentle maiden, do not fear, 

This is a harmless spaewife here ; 

This morn I gave her ring of gold, 

And she my book of fate nmoli'd. 

Has times UDfoldiug, Hannah cried. 

My praise and prophesy belied? 

From her protector, Mary Sprang, 

And to that aged bosom clung 1 

Hannah, foi'give my wild'red fear. 

Oh ! what of Edmond? Hast'nmg here 

He sends by me thy grace to sue. 

And old time memciries to renew ; 

This ring — thou kjiow'st its device strange— 

Liko his true breast, it knows no change; 

The black wolf by the lamb eontroli'd, 

This, his ancestral crest of old — 

Ere recreant sons their sires denied, 

And changed their name their guilt to hide. 
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now, one of the nrindpnl (horongMarea of the conrtiT, No enrthly power 
ooold aislodge Urn from his BtcOBgliold, At the sollcltatlona of the people, 
St. Patclcktooktliemottetluliimil.oombalea and ularoed htm with hiB 

Sietoral staff, and, bleeding on lie ■aaa. compelled him h; ozordsms to 
ike his di^arf lire. Off thefparfnl thine crawled; aordtdheetop till he 
nrrived at Loi^h Dera. Ihe wnlorB of which he dyed ted with hfs blood. 
The lake beoBme the serpent's erave, niid from the aheddlngot lis blood 



Non 3 "Since Daniel of the ^Ter fe 



Dan ODohBr^, an 
lecelved an Ineiilt ot II: 



. , ., ^ lied pay for life enlivening 

thB compuny with his harp, abruptly left, bi-oliehiK beloved inaUnment on 
biSBJTiral home, and was nevei' known to play agiiin, 

Nora 4.— "As dies that bird whose death lilumas." 



NOTES TO CANTO FOURTH. 

"And mahiiileos all ; but Ocaray." 

leane of Jonn Harye;-, Esq., of Malin Hnll, Oraray boins th 






which the mill ol 
trabreagy, and was 



Nora p.— "Great Fiury King of Ti 

Tha hilis of KnooliemeiiBj, Knoctglaf s. Ijig and Gorej, and even ttii 
Gnlf of Strabreaey, wera regarderi, Rine out of mind, as fairy or (rtnlt 
BHinnd. Tha fairy KlUEOf ihat aiaMct, as w?U ae of tha Longh.wai 
Sfiall-na-ai'd, or Nh] of tha heiahtB. In deference to the authority frim 
which I Bather tflis note, I must lower the dignily of my King, Oughle, t. 
that of Viceroy. 



ERliATUM. 



Pagel 
Pi^ ai, lina 



—For apaned, rend span 
1'— For vnil, road veil. 



^24, verse svll, line T—F»rlt,/aad ils. 
Fage 20, lina 2_For land, read baud. 
Page ^ verse xH, line 6— For an, reafl and. 
clans Insert a. 

Page 85, verse xlvll, line 9— For n 



Page aw, line H— For dereed, read di 



Fage 40, varSB li, line i>-Firi eee, read flee. 
Page as, line a-For win hla. read won Its. 
Poga 1^, line ?6— After "but ho wonld", inseit the word "hear," 
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